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PEEFAOE. 



When Israel of old had been defeated and humbled by the 
Philistines, and also chastised Of the Lord for their irreverence 
and impiety, the Prophet Samuel, having reproved tliem for 
their sins, said, **Gather all Israel to Mizpeh, and I will pray 
for you unto the Lord." 

The people assembled and fasted and confessed their trans- 
gressions, and while thus engaged, their enemies once more 
gathered to assail them. And tlie children of Israel said unto 
Samuel, ''Cease not to cry unto the Lord our God for us, that 
he will save us out of the hand of the Philistines." And Sam- 
uel cried unto the Lord for Israel, and he heard him, and *'the 
Lord thundered with a great thunder on that day upon the 
Philistines, and discomfited them." "Then Samuel took a 
stone and set it between 3Iizpeli and Shen, and called the name 
of it Ebenezer, saying, Hitherto hath the Lord helped us." 
1 Sam. vii. 

The days of w^arfare are not yet ended; and the weapon "all 
prayer" is as needful and as useful now as ever. And why 
should not our Ebenezers — our stones of help — mark the deliv- 
erances which God hath wrought, and the victories he hath 
criven us throu<?h our Lord Jesus Christ? 

"If any man be a worshiper of God, and doeth his will, him 
he heareth." "The eyes of the Lord are over tlie righteous, and 
his ears are open unto their prayers." True, there are i)rayers 
that are never answered, like blossoms that bring no fruit, and 
seeds that perish by the way-side ; but are there not others that 
bring forth fruit, some thirty, sixty, and an hundred-fold? 

During more than fifteen years the writer has edited a relig- 
ious monthly paper, The Christian*. During all these years 
the first page of this paper has been, and still continues to be, 
occupied by records oi providences and authentic accounts of 
answers to prayers. These accounts of facts, many of which 

•First publishfrfl in Boston, Mass., Jannary, 1866 — with it subsequently be- 
ing incorporated another periodical ]>earingtne same name, which was com- 
menced, January, 1863. Other papers,- in Loudon and elsewhere, have since 
adopted the same title. 
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were within the personal knowledge of the writer or of his 
intimate friends, are now gathered in the different volumes of 
the 'Taitii Series," entitled, *'The Guiding Hand," "Tales 
of Trust," **Ebenezers, or Records of Prevailing Prayer," etc., 
which are now sent forth for the help and comfort of believing 
souls. 

We do not offer these recitals to convince the skeptic or the 
scoffer — we have other arguments for such persons. Those 
who deny the marvels recorded in the book of God, will of 
course reject these humbler testimonies ; and with them we do 
not now care to argue or contend — the sheep hear the Shep- 
herd's voice, and wisdom is justified of her cliildren. 

But there may be those to whom faith has become little more 
than a fading memory, wlio may be reminded by these inci- 
dents that God still heareth prayer, and thus be stirred up to 
pray, with ^'Samuel among them that call upon his name." 
Psalm xcix. 6. 

Many of the incidents here recorded have been and can be 
verified. But it has been no purpose of ours to parade the 
names or advertise the faith of those whose ])rayers the Lord 
has answered. They seek not honor from men ; nor do they 
claim superiority over others. They do not rejoice that the 
demons are subject to them through Christ's name, but rather 
that their own names are written in heaven. They do not 
think that answers to prayer are esj)ecially ''remarkable;" they 
think that the "remarkable" thing is that Christians are so 
prayerless and so unbelieving, and plant so few Ebenezers along 
their pilgrim pathway. The thing that moves their wonder, 
astonished even the Lord from heaven, for 'iie marveled at 
their unbelief." 

It is not desired that the reader sliould trouble himself to 
learn when or where the Lord hears and answers prayer, 
llather, *'\vhen thou prayest, enter into thy closet, and when 
thou hast shut thy door, pray to thy Father which is in secret, 
and thy Father which seeth in secret shall reward tuee. " AVould 
you know the man or the woman who ])r(^vails before the throne, 
and whose petitions God will hear ? Seek, then, the Lord with 
all your heart; let your soul be filled with his Spirit and his 
word, and that person may be yourself. 

TUE AUTUOR. 

ScjRiPTURAL Tract Rkpository, 
Offico of The Christian, BoKton, Mass., U. S. A., 

Septomber, 1»81. 
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EBENEZEES. 



PBAYEES FOE KESCUE, BELIEF, 



AND BLESSING. 



"Call upon me in the day op trouble; I will delivek- 

THEE, AND THOU SHALT GLORIFY ME." Ps. 1. 15. 

**FOR THIS SHALL EVP^RY ONE THAT IS GODLY PRAY UNTO 
THEE IN A TIME WHEN THOU MAYEST BE FOUND ; SURP:LY IN THK 
FLOODS OF GREAT WATERS THEY SHAIili NOT COME NIGH ITNTO 

HIM." Ps. xxxii. 6. 

*' I SOUGHT THE LORD AND HE HEARD ME, AND DELTYERED ME 
PROM AI^L MY FEARS. ThEY LOOKED UNTO II IM, AND WERE 

ltghtenp:d ; and their faces were not ashamed. This poor 
man cried, and the lord heard him, and saved him out 

OP ALL HIS TROUBLES. " Ps. XXXiv. 4-6. 

*'AlL things whatsoever ye SHALL ASK IN PRAYER, BE- 
LIEVING, YE SHALL RECEIVE." Matt. Xxi. 32. 

**ThIS is the confidence that we have in HIM, THAT IP 
WE ASK ANY THING ACCORDING TO HIS WILL, HE HEARETH US : 
AND IP WE KNOW THAT HE HEAR US, WHATSOEVER WE ASK, WE 
KNOW THAT WB HAVE THE PETITIONS THAT WE DESIRED OP 
HIM." 1 John V. 14, 15. 

'*ASK, AND YE SHALL RECEIVE, THAT YOUR JOY MAY BE 

PULL." Jolin xvi. 34. 
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Prayers for Rescue, relief, 
AND Blessing. 



THE AEEESTED STORM. 

The history of the children of God, in all their 
generations, abounds with facts which indicate the 
interposition of a divine Providence in answer to the 
prayer of faith. And though, in the present age of 
rampant unbelief, men question these facts, and spec- 
ulate concerning their origin, yet from time to time 
there are not wanting fresh witnesses who testify 
that there is a God in heaven who hears and answers 
prayer ; and that he who ''hath gathered the wind in 
his fists," and ''hath his way in the whirlwind and in 
the storm," has neither lost his power nor changed his 
character, since the days when, at the prayer of a 
man of "like passions as we are," "it rained not on 
the earth by the space of three years and six months ;" 
or since, at the potent word of Jesus Christ, the Gal- 
ilean tempest hushed its fury, and "a great calm" fell 
upon its storm-tossed waves. 

The following account, taken from a sketch by Kev, 

(11) 
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Maxwell P. Gaddis, an eye-witness, published in the 
Ladies^ Repository^ for March, 1849, will serve as one 
more illustration of the efficacy of prevailing suppli- 
cation, and the power of a prayer-answering God : 

In the year 1832, a company of humble believers 
gathered together in a beautiful spot on the waters 
of Straight Creek, a few miles north-Avest of Russell- 
ville, Ohio, for puq)oscs of Christian worship. The 
meeting commenced on Saturday ; the people gathered 
from far and near, some eager for the novelty of a 
camp-meeting, some ghid of a brief escape from care 
and toil, some hungering for the bread of life and 
thirsting for the waters of salvation, and others ready 
to proclaim in that forest temple, buildcd by the hand 
of God, the unsearchable riches of Christ, to larger 
assemblies than could be accommodated in the ordin- 
ary places of worship in that new region of country. 

The morning was cool and pleasant, and the people 
assembled from various quarters. The opening dis- 
course, delivered by Eev. Burroughs Westlake, was 
from the words, "Is there no balm in Gilead? is 
there no physician there ?" and was an earnest and 
powerful appeal ; but while he spoke, the outer circle 
of the «:round was the scene of much confusion. The 
face of the whole heavens had become overcast with 
heavy clouds, and all around gave token of a coming 
storm. All who were not congi'egated for worship 
at the stand, were busily engaged in erecting their 
temporary tents, tightening the cords of those already 
pitched, fixing the roofs of their rude cabins, and in 
various ways were making all possible preparations 
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to protect themselves from the approaching .storm. 
As the preacher closed his sermon, deep anxiety 
was depicted on every countenance, and many hearts 
were sunk in despondency and sadness by the threat- 
ening aspect of the gloomy sky. All were of oi)inion 
that the services of the meeting would be interrupted, 
if not entirely broken off, by the rain, and that the 
congregation, young and old, robust and fec^ble, 
courageous and timorous, must prepare to l)rave the 
terrors of a storm in the dense forest, and perhaps 
the dreadful dangers of the thunderbolts, crashing 
amid the giant trees and smiting the monarchs of 
the forest in their might and power. 

"A thunder-storm ! the eloquence of Heaven ! 
W^ho hath not paused beneath its hollow groan, 
And felt Omnipotence around him thrown ! 
When every cloud is from its slumber driven ! 

"With what a gloom the ushering scene appears ! 
The leaves all fluttering with instinctive fears, 
The waters curling with a fellow dread, 
A breezeless fervor roiuid creation spread. 

"And last, the heavy rain's reluctant shower, 
With big drops spattering on the tree and bower, 
While wizzard shapes the lowering sky deform — 
All mark the coming of the thunder- storm." 

At this moment, when an oppressive silence reigned 
throughout the encampment, one Avas seen coming 
out from the preacher's tent, in the rear of the pul- 
pit, and ascending the stand to close the services of 
the hour. His voice was low, sweet, and melodious ; 
and as he proceeded to line out Cowper's beautiful 
and well-known hymn, 
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"God moves in a mysterious way, 

His wonders to perform ; 
He plants his footsteps in the sea, 
And rides upon the storm. 

"Deep in unfathomable mines 
Of never- failing skill, 
He treasures up his bright designs, 
And works his sovereign will. 

"Ye fearful saints, fresh courage take ; 

The clouds ye so much dread, 
Are big with mercy, and shall break 
With blessings on your head," 

all eyes were riveted upon the stranger. With the 
reading and singing of each verse of that appropriate 
hymn, the devotional feeling increased, until the tear 
of joy sparkled in many an eye, while the hearty 
"Amen," as it fell from the warm lips of the trusting 
Christian, gave added interest to the scene. 

The singing closed ; the assembly knelt in prayer, 
and the voice of the stranger was lifted up before the 
throne of grace. At first his low and subdued peti- 
tions were scarcely audi])le from the surrounding 
confusion, which was increased by every new arrival, 
and by the continued preparations for sheltering the 
people from the impending storm. But as he '* con- 
tinued in prayer," and breathed forth the deep long- 
ings of a burdened heart in soft and solemn tones, a 
hush fell on the gathering tumult ; an awful presence 
seemed to rest upon the encampment ; men paused in 
their labors and, falling on their knees, United in the 
petitions that were ascending ; the sound of the wood- 
man's axe and the wagoner's whip died away ; not a 
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voice or foot fall on the forest leaves disturl)ed the 
sacred silence of the hour, and every heart seemed 
to heed the whisper of a still, small voice, like that 
which said of old : *'Put off thy shoes from off thy feet, 
for the place whereon thou standest is holy ground." 
Few of those present had known until that day the 
full efficacy of fervent prayer. The strangi?r was 
conversing with his God, as man with his friend. 
After lifting up his petitions for the conversion of 
sinners and the success and prosperity of the meet* 
ing, he began to plead with the Almighty, if consist- 
ent with his will, to stop >'the bottles of heaven," 
and grant the people fair weather to worship him in 
the grove. And as he proceeded, his mouth was 
filled with arguments, and passage after passage of 
the word of God seemed freshly brought to his mind. 
He spoke of the might of Deity: '* Behold, God is 
great ; . . . for he maketh small the drops of water ; they 
pour down rain according to the vapor thereof, which 
the clouds do drop and distil upon man abundantly." 
"For he saith to the snow. Be thou on the earth; 
likewise to the small rain, and to the great rain of 
his strength . . . Also by watering he wearietli the 
thick cloud ; he scattereth his bright cloud ; and it is 
turned round about by his counsels, that they may 
do whatsoever he commandeth them upon the face of 
the world in the earth. He causeth it to come, 
whether for correction, or for his land, or for mercy." 
Job xxxvi. 26-28 ; xxxvii. 6-13. He addressed the 
heavenly Father as the God of Providence, who 
''caused it to rain upon one city, and caused it not 
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to rain upon another city ;" Amos iv. 7 ; who worketh 
all things according to the counsel of his own will, 
and who had said that snow and vapor and stormy 
wind fulfilled his word ; Ps. cxlviii. 8 ; who hath his 
way in the whirhvind, and 

"Who plants his footsteps in the sea, 
And rides upon the storm." 

With such words as these did lie approach the 
mercy-seat, to present his supplications at the throne 
of gi-ace, and more than two or three were there 
agreeing with him to ask tliis favor of the Lord. And 
their pmyers were not in vain. Before the stranger 
left off speaking with his God, tlie heavy clouds rolled 
their riven shades awav, the briirht blue skv ffleamed 
through the fleeting vapors, the cheerful sunlight fell 
upon the gladdened faces that had been upturned in 
earnest prayer, and fair weather banished their anx- 
ieties and blessed them with comfort durinar all their 
sojourn in the tented grove. 

That day was memorable to hundreds. But though 
it seemed to them that thev could tcstifv that "there 
was no day like that, before it or after it, that the Lord 
hearkened unto the voice of a man," yet it was only 
the ancient power of Elijah's God, revealed in answer 
to the prayers of his trusting saints. 

On inquiring the name of the man of prayer, it 
was found to be William B. Christie, a member of 
the Ohio conference. The following ^londay at nine 
o'clock, he preached with convincing speech and ear- 
nest and persuasive power, from the words, '*There 
hath no tempta<tion taken you but such as* is common 
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to man : but God is faithful, who will not suffer you 
to be tempted above that ye are able ; but will, with 
the temptation, also make a way to escape, that ye 
may be able to bear it." Under that sermon many 
were convinced of sin, and led to seek the Lord. 
And at the close of his discourse, an infidel, whose 
skepticism and boldness both had vanished while ho 
sat upon his horse in the rear of the stand and listened 
in that awful silence to the mighty prayer of faith, 
came forward and yielded his broken heart to Christ, 
united with the people of God, and henceforth was a 
devoted servant of the God that heareth prayer. 
. The skeptic may mock at this recital, but, says the 
narrator, * 'Hundreds of living witnesses to this day 
will unite their testimony with mine in saying that 
they fully believe that it was in answer to 'the prayer 
of faith,' at that moment, that the rain was withheld 
from falling on the encampment." And hundreds of 
other witnesses, both living and dead, in all the ages 
of the world, can bear steadfast and sufficient testi- 
mony that "the eyes of the Lord are over the right- 
eous, and his ears are open unto their prayers." 



ANSWERS TO PRAYER. 

It was the remark of an eminent minister, that he 
who will observe God's providences, shall never lack 
for providences to observe. And the Psalmist, after 
recounting the wonderful deliverances of the imper- 
iled sons of men by land and sea, thus concludes : 

" Whoso is wise, and will observe these things, 
Even they shaU understand the loving-kindness of the Lord/* 
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But though the personal experience of almost 
every child of God aflfords examples of providential 
guidance, and tokens of divine mercy, yet many of 
them allow these things to escape from their minds, 
and then sink down in unbelief when they should be 
''strong in faith, giving glory to God ! " 

We were reminded of this by a conversation with 

Mr. P , a city missionary, who recently called at 

the Repository to renew the slight acquaintance of 
other years, and to show his interest in the work of 
disseminating divine truth. 

After expressing his most hearty approval of the 
plan of operations which makes God's promises and 
God's providence the basis of all endeavor, he 
expressed his regret that his own faith was too feeble 
to allow him to venture forth, casting all his care 
upon the Lord, and then remarked in substance as 
follows : — 

''I have, however, known, even in my own experi- 
ence, several circumstances to occur which were very 
remarkable, to say the least, as instances of answers 
to prayer. 

"One time after I came to P to labor, I needed 

some money, and did not know where to get it. I 
was a stranger, and had no borrowing acquaintances 
in the place ; but I needed the money, and I just 
went to the Lord and told him I wanted ten dollars, 
and asked him to give it to me. 

"I then took my cane and walked out on the 
street, not knowing or caring particularly w^here I 
should go; but as I started, something seemed to 



£!BeNfizeBd. 19 

say to me, 'Go up and see the old lady on the hill.' 
As I was ready for a suggestion from any goo<l 
source, I accordingly went up and saw 'the old lady 
on the hill.' We sat and talked together for a while, 
without the slightest allusion to pecuniary matters, 
when all at once she interrupted the conversation by 

saying, 'Mr. P , will you allow me to give you 

ten dollars?' 'Most gratefully I will, madam,' I 
replied, and the lady went up stairs to get the money. 
On her return as she placed it in my hands she said, 
'The Lord told me to give you ten dollars.' But 
she did not know that I had just asked him for 
exactly that amount, not half an hour before. 

"At another time I had a sum of money to make 
out, and I lacked just three dollars of the required 
amount, and I knew not where to get it. And you 
know with persons who do not have much money, a 
small amount is not always easily obtained. Well, 
as I had no other means of getting it, I went up 
stairs and told the Lord I wanted three dollars, and 
asked him for it as I would have asked a friend in 
time of need. 

"Just then the door-bell rang, and I came down 
stairs and went to the door, where a gentleman stood, 
a stranger, who said, 'Mr. Blank' — who was also a 
stranger to me — 'wished me to hand you this money ;' 
and he placed a bank-note in my hand. I went into 
the house, unfolded it, and found that it was just 
three dollars. And it seemed that this money was 
already on its way before I asked the Lord for it." 

"Yes," we replied, "the promise says, 'Before 
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they call T will answer, and while they are yet speak- 
ing I will hear.' The Lord knew you needed the 
money, and sent it just in season to answer your 
prayer. And perhaps if you had not prayed, the 
man might not have come that way, or might have 
forgotten to stop and leave the money." 

We talked on of the Lord's kind care and willing- 
ness to provide large sums as well as small ones if 
he only saw they were needed. 

''Yes," said Mr. P , ''a worldly lady, to whom 

I was speaking of these circumstances, said if she 
could get money as easily as that, she would have 
all she wanted. But I told her the Lord has prom- 
ised to supply all our needs, but he has not promised 
to satisfy our 2vant8 and desires." 

The conversation continued a little, till Mr. P 

started, as if struck by a recollection, and said, "I 
have just thought of another instance of an answer 
to prayer. Just this moment it has occurred to me 
that I have, for some time past, l)ecn asking the Lord 
to give me a hundred dollars. I have found myself 
praying for it as I have been passing along the street, 
and I have felt almost condemned for making such a 
request ; but since I came to this city I have met a 
man, a friend whom I did not expect to see, and he 
has given me a hundred and fifty dollars. I did not 
come to Boston expecting to receive money ; and the 
Lord has given me one hundred and fifty dollars 
when I had only asked him for a hundred. And I 
never thought of it as an answer to prayer till this 
iixoment." 
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We told liuu we thought he hjid Ijctter stop himont- 
ing his feeble faith, and go to praising God for his 
faithfulness to his promises. 

'*Well," said he, "I think I must come up a little 
hiofher and trust in God more." 

And we have thought how many others there are 
who pray, and forget what they have asked for, and 
when the answer comes, do not recognize the hand 
that sent it ; and who spend the time lamenting tlieir 
unbelief, which ought to be employed in recounting 
the half-forofotten mercies of the Lord, and testifvinjr 
of his faithfulness to fulfill his word. May God 
help us all to rejoice more and grumble less. 



THE ICE-BOUND SfflP. 

A writer in the Christian Weekly^ relates a story 
of a Christian sailor, named John Blank, employed 

as first mate under Captain C , wlio had command 

of one of the two ships which some am])itious per- 
sons in Buffalo set afloat on Lake Erie, during the 
fierce heat of the speculation which raged like a for-, 
est fire over the West for a few years prior to 1836. 

Determined to lead the navigation of the season, 
the ship left Buffalo immediately after the harl)or 
was cleared of ice, supposing, what was a quite usual 
occurrence, that the wind would carry the ice up the 
lake, break it up, and so disperse it that they would 
have no further trouble with it ; but to their <n'eat 
surprise, as they neared the upper end of the lake, 
they found themselves moving between two immense 
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fields of ice ; that on the riglit extending, apparently, 
to the Canada shore, that on the left moving, before 
the wind, slowly bnt surely down upon them. 

The ship was not prepared for an Arctic encoimter 
like this, and how to escape from their perilous posi- 
tion was, indeed, an anxious question. But two 
courses presented themselves, and whether either of 
these was practicable remained to be seen. The first 
was to land on the ice, and so make their way to the 
Canada shore. Our hero, John Blank, volunteered 
the attempt. It was, of course, fraught with fearful 
hazard, but he succeeded in making the exploration, 
and in returning safely to the ship, but only to' report 
that the ice was entirely detached from the shore, 
and that escape in that direction was impossible. 

The second method was to reach the open channel 
between the ice-fields in the ship's boats ; but this 
idea was soon abandoned, for, at the rate the ice was 
moving before the wind, it was very certain the two 
fields would meet long before the boats could reach 
open water, and, if caught, they would be ci-ushed 
like eggshells. What was to be done? OflScers, 
sailors, passengers, looked in silence and with pallid 
cheeks upon the approaching foe. In front, as far 
as could ho seen, there was nothing but that narrow 
channel, and no wind to carry them through to the 
open water. 

Under these circumstances, the captain called the 
passengers and as many of the crew as could be 
spared, from the deck into the cabin, made a plain 
statement of their danger, and of his entire want of 
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power to afford them relief, and though not a pro- 
fessing Christian, said: **We are in the hands of 
God ; if he does not interpose for us there is no help, 
no hope. If any of you know how to pray I wish 
you would do so." 

There sat the despairing company with bowed 
heads, in dead silence, so still you could hear your 
heart beat. In that terrible moment, John Blark, the 
pious mate, raised his head, and just in a whisper, 
said, "Let us pray." Officers, passengers, sailors, at 
once quietly went down upon their knees, and naught 
was heard, except now and then a deep-drawn sigh 
or a half-suppressed sob, while the converted sailor, 
in simple, childlike langU{ige,toid in the ears of Him 
who holds the winds in his fists and the sea in the 
hollow of his hand, their exposure and danger, the 
interest they each had in their own lives, and the 
lives and happiness of others, fathers, mothers, wives, 
children, and friends; humbly confessing their sins 
and just exposure to pain and penalty ; and then, 
with tearful penitence and loving trustfulness, sup- 
plicating mercy and deliverance through the crucified 
and exalted Kedeemer. 

After the prayer, the captain and mate went on 
deck, and who can tell what were their thoughts or 
feelings when they saw that, during that solemn 
moment of penitent prayer, the wind had changed, 
and now, instead of blowing the crushing ice-field 
upon them, it was blowing the ship slowly, but surely, 
through that open channel. In the presence of that 
strange fact, the captain and mate uncovered their 
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heads, and John Blank, looking aloft at the nearly 
naked yards, said, « 'Shall I put some more canvas 
on her, Captain?" ' 

'*No," said the captain, ''don't touch her; some 
one else is managing the ship." And so the unseen 
hand did lead them to the open water, and to their 
desired haven in safety. 

We will not stop to do the "battle with the specu- 
lative theories of prayer, which eminent scientists 
have latterly thrust into the face of Christendom. 
The incident, of the truth of which the reader can 
rest assured, shall be left to bear, uninterpreted, its 
own testimony to the truth that God hears and answers 
prayer. And therefore it is Avritten that ' 'men ought 
always to pray, and not to faint." 



THE DISTEESSED MINISTER. 

In times of scarcity in money and employment, 
how many hearts beat with a painful anxiety, lest the 
"barrel of meal" and "cruise of oil" should utterly fail! 
How many at such times, though in comparative com- 
fort, look forward with painful forebodings to the 
future for themselves and those dependent upon them ! 
Every one then realizes that they know not "what a 
day may bring foi*th." It is such seasons as these 
that show the superiority of the Christian's faith al)ove 
the hope of the mere worldling. The promises of 
God are full and precious to those that put their 
trust in him, and the inspired Psalmist could say in 
his old age, I have "not seen the righteous forsaken, 
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nor his seed begging bread .^' The hand whirh ruled 
the affairs of earth then, is the same yesterday, to-day, 
and forever. 

Many years ago a devoted English minister was in 
a strange place, and became reduced to great straits. 
His money was all gone, and not a particle of food 
remained for his household. In the depth of his dis- 
tress he cried mightily unto the Lord at the hour of 
morning prayer. When he arose his little ones 
heorored for bread, and as there was none to orive 
them, all burst into tears. But a sleepless eye had 
watched all his footsteps, and even while he was yet 
speaking, had sent a messenger to relieve his distress. 
The door-bell rang, and a man presented to the 
avstonished wife a small parcel, saying he was directed 
by a gentleman to leave it there, and that some pro- 
visions would arrive shortly. Very soon a country- 
man drove up with a load of provisions of almost 
every description. The paper was found to contain 
forty gold pieces. Such a profusion had never been 
known in the house of the poor minister before. It 
was with feelings almost of awe as well as boundless 
ofratitude that this marvelous relief was resrarded, so 
plainly was the hand of God to be seen in it. These 
timely gifts were continued at intervals, until the 
day of his donth, yet it was long before he could learn 
from Avhenco they came. At length it was found that 
the donor was a benevolent Christian merchant, who 
had often observed the minister walking the streets 
with a gi'ave, dejected air, and had been led to inquire 
privately into his circumstances. As n result, he had 
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sent them the gold l)y his clerk, and the provisions 
l)y his country servant, saying, "God forbid that any 
of Christ's embassadors should be strangers, and we 
not visit them ; or in distress, and we not assist 
them." 

Desponding Christian, though for a time your 
earthly prospects look dark, remember you have a 
rich Father in heaven. And j'ou, to whom God 
has given an abundance, now may you show your 
gratitude by distributing to the necessities of others. 
Follow the promptings of your heart to such char- 
ities ; they may be the whisperings of God's Spirit to 
your soul, and if you do not listen, he will choose a 
worthier instrument. "What a pleasure it is," said 
the noble Howard, as he took a cluster of luscious 
grapes to refresh a dying soldier, "to afford relief 
even to the bodies of men !" 



A REMAKKABLE STORY. 

The following letter from an esteemed minister, 
the pastor of an orthodox Congregational church in 
the vicinity of Boston, we give to our readers Avith- 
out note or comment : — 

"I send you the narrative of the incident occasion- 
ally alluded to in my conversations with you. I ex- 
tract it from a 'Record of Answers to Prayers,' which 
I was then keeping for my own private use. The 
little that you have said to me, now leads me to give 
it to the public for the first time. I hope that its 
publication will help to increase the faith of nian^ a 
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fiiintiug disciple in the power of prayer. The hairs 
of our heads are all numl>ered, and we may still hring 
to God the lightest cjire that oppresses our minds : 

'« 'Sept. 27, 1866. — Since Tuesday we have had very 
unpleasant weather. Yesterday it i*ained in torrents 
jind the roads were very muddj'. During the day I 
iVequently thought how unpleasant such weather was 
for the 1500 strangers gathered at the anniversary of 
the American Board of Foreign Missions, now hold- 
inor its sittinors at Pittsfield in this state. Last even- 
ing it struck me that if God was directly petitioned 
])y some believing member of so large a body, for the 
cessation of the rain, in all probability the request 
would be granted. And I said to myself that if I 
were there, I should present such a request to the 
Lord, for the comfort of the assemblj^ and of the 
families engaged in entertaining them. At once the 
question arose, *'Why not do it yourself now ?" But 
I considered the question preposterous — only an idle 
fancy — and dismissed it from my thoughts. It con- 
tiimed to rain through the night. About three o'clock 
in the morning I awoke, and could get no sound 
sleep afterwards. My thoughts were busy with 
Pittsfield. "Pray for the Board," kept recurring to 
my mind. "To him that knoweth to do good, and 
doeth it not, to him it is sin," came very solemnly to 
me. But I put off these words by saying that it 
would be a fanciful interpretation to apply them to 
myself in reference to the rain. Besides, I thought 
it might be the suggestion of the wicked one to lead 
me to tempt God, 
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" *I arose at a quarter l>efore six o'clock. On look- 
infr out of my window, I noticed a faint breaking of 
i\io clouds in the western liorizon, and anappeaiauce 
of tli(» same in the sky above me. But in no part, 
cl(»arsky. The wind was a little south of west, and 
I lliought this a good omen ; and I was glad for the 
Boards sake that they were going to have a fair day. 
But towards seven o'clock, it gradually grew darker, 
until every sign of clearing disappeared. I saw in 
the distance another dense rain coming on, and every- 
thing indicated just such a day as we had j^esterday. 

" 'I was sorry for the Board, but glad for myself; 
for these dark, rainy days I love — ^they keep me 
close to my books and studies. At a quarter to 
eight o'clock, I took up my pen to write on my ser- 
mon. But I found myself unable to begin, because 
my mind was agitated with this one thought : **Pray 
that the Board may have a pleasant day." After some 
hesitation, I knelt down and prayed that if this feel- 
ing was not a temptation, but the voice of the Holy 
Ghost, I might be heard, and if my prayer was heard, 
that it might clear away before nine o'clock. I would 
regard such an answer as a sign of a connection 
between my prayer and the coming on of the clear 
weather. When I knelt, a dense rain-storm was 
rapidly approaching, only a mile distant, and the 
clouds lowered without a break. In fifteen minuter 
after I arose from my knees, the clouds were suddenly 
broken, the rain vanished, and large patches of blue 
sky appeared — the first that I had seen for the last fifty 
hours. This change began to come on, I observed, 
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ulniost immediately on my rising. So marvelous 
did the thing appear to me, that my faith was 
staggered, and after waiting soDie tliirty minutes, 
and perceiving that the chnids were moving away 
quite slowly, I knelt and prayed that the day might 
be perfectly cloudless, and if it l)ecame such l>eforo 
nine o'clock, I w^ould l>e doul)ly assured that my 
prayer had been heard. This last thing was not 
granted me, but by ten o'clock the entire hemisphere 
above and around me had not a fleck in it, except a 
bit of cloud that lay along the eastern quarter of the 
sky. By noon not a particle of cloud could be seen 
in any quarter of the heavens. It is now about a 
quarter of two o'clock, and it continues the same, the 
wind being north-west. It is the finest autumnal 
day that we have had for a fortnight. I have written 
out this experience thus minutely, because I told the 
Lord I would if he heard me, and also because I wish 
to glorify his name, and record that even to-day the 
winds and the clouds do obev his voice in answer to 
the earnest supplications of his people.'" 



SAVED FROM A LEE SHORE. 

The following account of a remarkable deliver- 
ance, illustrating the might of Him whom even the 
winds and the seas olx^y, is recorded by Benjamin 
S. Batchelor, of New Bedford, who heard the facts 
from the lips of one of the crew of the shij) that was 
so providentially spared in the hour of danger : 

'< A])out the year 1835, the packet ship Sovereign, 
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Capt. Griswold, of New York, with a large number 
of passengers and much freight, was in the British 
Channel, on a lee shore, in a heavy gale. At the 
place called the Bill of Portland, the land foims a 
curve, two points of land projecting into the sea. 
Between these, the ship was drifting directly on 
shore, and escape seemed impossible. Only a 
change of wind could save them, 

<'It was near midnight. No one had retired, for 
none expected to see another rising of the sun. The 
captnin thought that within an hour and a half all 
would be over. 

"There was on board, as steward, a colored boy, 
about eighteen years of age. He was a good Chris- 
tian lad, then recently converted. When all were 
anxious for their fate, he went down into the coal- 
hold, under the forecastle, and there prayed. When 
he came up, he went to the mate, whose name was 
Williams, and said, 'Mr. Williams, we shall not go 
ashore.' 'How do you know?' inquired he, with an 
oath and a sneer. 'Because the Lord has told me 
so,' replied the boy; 'we shall have a change of 
wind.' 

"Whether in answer to his prayer or not, let the 
reader judge ; but half an hour from that time the 
wind shifted about five points of the compass, 
enabling the ship to pass clear of land, and they 
were safe. The ship returned to New York, dis- 
charged her passengers and cargo, went another 
voyage and was lost. 

"Of course unbelief will construe all this as the 
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result of «*iccident. To the atheist the world is the 
result of accident. But men of God, who arc in the 
habit of visiting the closet and communing with 
God — to whom the prayer of faith is a reality — will 
have no difficulty in Ixelieving that the colored lK)y 
knew whereof he affirmed when he said God told 
him so. There is a God who hears and answers 
prayer. May we all know the way to his throne." 



THE PERSECUTOR'S FATE. 

Dr. Eugenio Kincaid, the Burman missionar}% 
states, that among the first converts in Ava, were 
two men who had held respectable offices about the 
palace. Some time after they had been baptized, 
a neighbor determined to report them to govern- 
ment, and drew up a paper setting forth that these 
two men had forsaken the customs and relionon of 
their fathers, were worshiping the foreigner's God, 
and went every Sunday to the teacher's house ; with 
other similar charges. He presented the paper to 
the neighbors of the two disciples, taking their 
names as witnesses, and saying that he should go 
and present the accusation on the next day. 

The two Christians heard of it, and went to Mr. 
Kincaid in gi*eat alarm, to consult as to what they 
should do. They said if they were accused to gov- 
ernment, the mildest sentence they could expect 
would be imprisonment for life at hard labor, and 
perhaps they would be killed. Kincaid told thom 
that they could not flee fi'om Ava, if they would ; 
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that he saw nothing he could do for them, and all 
that th(»v could do was to trust in God. He then 
kn(»h with thcni, and l)esought God to protect them, 
and (l(»liv(»r thcni from the power of their enemies. 
Th(»y also prayed, and soon left Kincaid, saying that 
thcv felt more calm, and could leave the matter with 
God. 

That night the persecutor was attacked by a 
dreadful disease in the bowels, which so distressed 
him that he roared like a madman ; and his friends, 
Avhich is too often the case with the heathen, left 
him to suffer and die alone. The two Christians 
whom he would have ruined, then went and took 
care of him till he died, two or three days after his 
attack. The whole affair was well known in the 
ncighl)orli()od, and frotn that time not a dog dared 
move his tongue against the Christians of Ava. 

Is there no evidence in this of a special provi- 
dence, and that God listens to the prayers of his 
persecuted and distressed children ? 



LAND FOR A CHAPEL. 

«' The earth is the Lord's," but it is * 'given into 
the hand of the Avicked." And often the people of 
God can have hardly so much as a place on which to 
erect an alter, or pitch a tent, or dig a grave. Yet 
still the hearts of men are in the hands of God ; and 
he can hear the prayers of his servants, and provide 
a way and prepare a place for them, notwithstanding 
all the wrath and malice of their foes. 
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Dr. J. Liefchild, in his ^'Remarkable Facts," re- 
lates this story, showing that God hears and answers 
the prayers of his people even against the purposes 
of evil men : — 

'* Many years ago, in a retired pail; of the country, 
a few pious people associated themselves together in 
a small room for religious worship, and some zealous 
friends from a neighboring toAvn were accustomed to 
visit them for the purpose of ministering to them the 
words of eternal life. The success which attended 
upon these services suggested the desirableness of 
endeavoring to build a small place of worship. All 
agreed as to the importance of the object, and as to 
the probability of obtaining suflScient pecuniary aid 
for its accomplishment ; but after much deliberation 
there appeared one formidable objection in their way. 
The only land in the neighborhood eligible for this 
purpose was in the possession of a gentleman well 
known to be a violent opposer of all who differed 
from himself in religious opinions. Most of these 
good people, therefore, feared it would be of no use 
to apply to him for the sale of the land, as he was of 
an unbending disposition. Yet there was no other 
alternative, and it was suggested that they should 
have recourse to prayer for the removal of this diffi- 
culty. Two, also, out of this little company were ap- 
pointed to make proposals to the owner of the land 
for the purchase of it. Before the time appointed for 
making this application, it was agreed that a whole 
night should be spent in prayer for the Divine bless- 
ing on the enterprise. The following morning saw 
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the two delegates making their way to the rich man's 
house with anxious hearts. They found him at home, 
and soon disclosed the object of their visit, stilting tit 
the same time (hat they would cheerfully pay him 
the full value of the land. No sooner did he hear 
the proposition than, with great indignation, he bade 
them be gone, and with much incivility turned them 
out of his house, sternly refusing to listen to their 
request. 

'On returning to their friends, and making known 
their disheartening reception, some, who were strong 
in faith, i)roposed that they should pass another night 
in iiraycr, and especially importune the Controller of 
all events that he would incline the heart of the 
proud land-owner to yield to their request. 

*'This they did, and sent the same twQ delegates the 
next day to make another attempt to effect the pur- 
chase of the land. Again they were introduced to 
the prejudiced and uncourteous gentleman ; but he 
now received them in a very different manner, apolo- 
gizing for the haughtiness of his behavior the day 
before, and acceding to the sale of the land, adding, 
* I cannot tell how it is, but I have had no sleep all 
last night for thinking of you and of your chapel, 
and 1 have noAV made up my mind to let you have 
the piece of land j-ou want.' It may be well con- 
ceived with what cheerful hearts and joyous steps 
these good men returned to their brethren, and that 
the whole company gave thanks to the hearer and 
answerer of prayer, for his gracious and manifest 
interposition on their behalf." 
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THE STORM MADE CALM. 

<' He maketh the storm a calm," said the Psalmist, 
describing the deliverance of those who **do Imsiness 
in great waters," and who, in their trouble and 
extremity, seek and tind deliverance at the hand of 
God ; and all generations have furnished witnesses 
who could confirm the sacred I'ccord. 

At a Sunday-morning meeting at Repository Hall, 
January 25th, 1874, a Christian brother bore testi- 
mony to the saving grace of Christ, — he having found 
peace in believing some forty yeiivs before, when on 
shipboard in the South Atlantic ocean, far away 
from churches, ministers, gospel privileges, and 
praying friends. 

In illustration of the power and faithfulness of 
God, and his willingness to hear and answer prayer, 
he related a fact in his own experience, an account of 
which, at our request, he subsequently copied from 
his journal, substantially as follows : — 

'' In 1839 I was a sailor on board the bri<i: Pan- 

dora, Captain G , bound from Savannah to 

Boston, with a cargo of cotton. When ofl*the coast 
of Virginia, some twenty-five miles distant from 
Chesapeake bay, we encountered a heavy gale. 
Saturday evening, December 21st, the wind blew 
gently ft'om the south. On sounding, we found (^ir- 
selves in thirty fathoms of watei*. At midnight the 
wind veered to the eastward, 2:radually increasinirtill 
four o'clock, Sunday morning, by which time the brig 
was under close-reefed topsails and foresail. The 
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wind still iiKTcasing, every stitch of canvas was taken 
in, and now the vessel lay helpless and unmanageable 
in the (rouijfh of the sea, not minding her helm at all, 
while tlio wind blew a perfect hurri«ine. The vessel 
being very light, loaded with cotton, made much lee- 
way, and though we had worn ship four times during 
the preceding night, hoping, if possible, to weather 
some shoals which the captain judged were near, and 
to make Chesapeake bay, where we might have a clear 
bcaeli before us in case the vessel should strand, yet 
at eight o'clock Sunday morning we were in but sev- 
enteen fathoms of water, 

"The gale now increased with fearful violence, 
waves rising like mountains, and rain and sleet pour- 
ing from the dismal clouds. At ten a.m., being then 
in fifteen fathoms of water, and drifting rapidly to- 
ward the shore, the captain summoned all hands in- 
to the cabin to consult about throwing our deck-load 
overboard, in order to leave us a better chance to 
secure ourselves to the rigging, and thus save our 
lives when the vessel should strike, which he judged 
would be in al)out half an hour. Not a gleam of 
hope appeared, and here our distress was increased 
by ol)scrving that the captain seemed under the in- 
fluence of liquor, to which he had probably resorted 
in order to stifle his fears of approaching death. 

*i»The order was given, and we went to work to 
throw the cotton over, while the cni)tain, frightened 
and despairing, went into the cabin to dri>wn his 
fears in drink. Seeing the state of things, and believ- 
ing that shipwreck was imminent, I found two of my 
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shipmates who were Christians, and who had prayed 
daily with me in the forecastle, and I asked them if 
they had any faith now, that God would hear our 
prayers and deliver us. They both said they had ; 
and I told them to pray, then, that the Lord might 
rebuke the winds and calm the waves. 

"With an unspeakable mingling of fear and hope, 
we applied ourselves to the task of casting the cotton 
into the sea, at the same time lifting up earnest and 
united prayers to God for deliverance from the threat- 
ened destruction ; occasionally gliding in close con- 
tact with each other, and speaking words of hope in 
each other's ears, and feeling, as we toiled, a blessed 
confidence that our prayers were not in vain. 

"It did not seem more than five minutes from the 
time we commenced to throw the cotton overl)oard — 
for we had scarcely tumbled twenty bales into the 
sea — when we heard a shout from the quarter deck : 
"Avast heaving cotton overboard! The wind is 
comino: out from our lee 1 Avast there !" 

"It was the captain's voice, bidding us stay our 
hands ; we obeyed, and looking up we saw him cling- 
ing to the rigging, apparently so drunk that he could 
hardly stand, while away over our lee bow we could 
see blue sky and fair weather ; and it seemed that in 
less than ten minutes from the time the hurricane 
was at its height, the wind had chopped around in 
shore, and was gently wafting us away from danger, 
and out into deep water again. 

"There were glad souls on board the Pandora that 
day, as she swung around in obedience to the helm. 
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and we laid hor coiir.se again for our destined port. 
And some who before had inoeked at prayers and 
bhisphemod the (lod wc loved, admitted then that 
(fod had answered prayer, and that he had delivered 
us from deatli. 

''And I love to rej)eat the story to the praise of 
the Lord who yet lives to hear, and bless, and save 
his trustinir ehildren/' 

Thy works of glory, mighty Lord, 

Thy wonders tn the deeps, 
The sons of courage shall record, 

Who trade in floating ships. 

At thy command the winds arise, 

And swell the towering waves ; 
And men, astonished, mount the skies. 

Or sink in gaping graves. 

Then to the liord they raise their cries ; 

lie hears the loud request ; 
And orders silence through the skies. 

And lavs the floods to rest. 

Oh that the sons of men Avould praise 

The goodness of the Lord ! 
And those that see thy wondrous ways, 

Thy wondrous love record ! 



THE STOLEN GLOVES. 

If ever the wisdom of God is needed by poor mor- 
tals, it is in the care and trainin^f of wavward little 
ones. Parents know this ; and if they, with abundant 
opportunity, and unlimited authority, find it hard at 
times to manage and direct their own little families, 
how much more trying must be the position of a 
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teacher in a public school, who, with limited opportu- 
nity and power, is compelled to receive and train, 
not two or three of her own chil(h*en, but scores of 
every class find grade who come from homes of every 
kind, and often with habits and surroundings unfavor- 
able in the extreme, to perpU»x beyond measure the 
teacher who would guide them in the fear of the Lord. 

But even in such a position God s grace is sufficient, 
and he can melt the hardest heart and bow the strong- 
est will ; and if the teacher or the parent will carry 
every case to God in prayer, * ' the crooked shall be 
made straight, and the rough places plain." 

The following incident, taken from a secular paper 
published in Philadelphia, will illustrate the power of 
prayer on wayward children's hearts : — 

' ' A boy in one of our public schools had a very 
fine pair of gloves stolen from the pocket of his over- 
coat. He stated the fact to his teacher, and she 
brought it before the children of the room under her 
charge. In simple but earnest language she told 
them that however much they might deceive one 
another, they could not deceive God, who would 
surely bring them to account for all their actions ; 
she therefore entreated the boy Avho had taken the 
irloves to restore them. She did not wish to cast 
suspicion on any of them by instituting a search, but 
would leave the wrong-doer to the guidance of his 
own conscience, 

< 'There was no response to her entreaty that day, 
but she took th« subject to God in agonizing prayer 
when she went home, and the next day appealed to 
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her scholars again, and told them that she should 
continue praying until the gloves were i-estored. So 
deeply interested did she feel in the welfare of the 
children entrusted to her care, that she could not 
repress her tears when she addressed them, and they 
all sympathized with her, because they all loved her, 
and knew by exiDcrience that she loved them also. 

"Silently raising her eyes to heaven, she seemed to 
implore the Divine aid. The scholars were quiet; 
not the slightest movement of hand or foot disturbed 
the silence, and even their breathing seemed sup- 
pressed, — when one of the boys, half concealing his 
face with his hands, while the tears streamed down 
his cheeks, confessed that he had taken the gloves, 
and restored them. The teacher not only forgave 
him, but kissed him for his courage in confessing his 
fault publicly , Avhen he might have restored the gloves 
privately. She availed herself o£ the opportunity to 
impress uj^on the minds of her pupils the duty of 
forgiveness. 

*'We do not know the young lady's creed, but we 
have been informed that she prays for the welfare of 
her pupils and for grace to teach them aright, three 
times every day." 

We are ignorant of the "creed " of this young 
lady, but we would not fear to have our children 
under her influence, even if she had no "creed " at 
all, since she has that faith, without which it is im- 
possible to please God, and which believes "that he 
is, and that he is a rewarder of them that diligently 
seek him." And we remember another school in 



EBENEZERS. 41 

which prayer was mightier than blows, where even 
wayward children were hushed in solemn fear by the 
warning of some reprover, who said, " 1 will ask 

Mrs. H to pray for you ;" and we are sure that he 

who would conquer children must bow himself before 
the Lord, *'as a little child." 



THE CAPTAIN AND THE QUADRANT. 

A godly man, the master of an American ship, 
during one voyage found his sh\p bemisted for days, 
and he became rather anxious respecting her safety. 
He went down to his cabin and prayed. The thought 
struck him, if he had wdth confidence committed his 
soul to God, he might cei'tainly commit his ship to 
Him ; and so, accordingly, he gave all into the hands 
of God, and felt at perfect peace ; but still he prayed, 
that if He would be i^leased to give a cloudless sky 
at twelve o'clock, he should like to take an observa- 
tion, to ascertain their real position, and whether 
they were on the right course. 

He came on deck at eleven o'clock, with the quad- 
rant under his coat. As it was thick drizzling, the 
men looked at him with amazement. He went to his 
cabin, prayed, and came up. There seemed still to 
be no hope. Again he went dow^n and ])rayed, and 
again he appeared on deck with his quadrant in his 
hand. It was now ten minutes to tw^elve o'clock, 
and still there was no appearance of a change ; l)ut 
he stood on the deck, waiting upon the Lord, wiicn, 
in a few minutes, the mist seemed to be folded u^) 
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and rolled away as by an omnipotent and invisible 
hand ; the sun shone clearly from the blue vault of 
h(\*iv('n, and Xhvro. stood the man of prayer with the 
(juadranl in his hand, but so awe-struck did he feel, 
and so ^'dreadful'' Avas that place, that he could 
scarcely lake advantage of the answer to his prayer, 
lie, howev(4*, succeeded, although with trembling 
hands, and found, to his comfort, that all was well. 
Hut no sooner had he finished taking the observation, 
than the mist rolled back over the heavens, and it 
])e<ran to drizzle as before. 

This story of prayer was received from the lips of 
the good Captain Crossby, who was so useful in the 
Ardrossan awakening ; and he himself was the man 
who played and waited upon his God with the quad- 
rant in his hand. 

" Prayer makes the darkened cloud withdraw ; 
Prayer climbs the ladder Jacob saw ; 
Gives exercise to faith and love ; 
Brings every blessing from above." 



PRAYED HOME. 

*'They that go down to the sea in ships, that do 
business in great waters, these see the works of 
the Lord, and his wonders in the deep." In such 
circumstances man learns Ins helplessness as he 
learns it nowhere else; and there, in times of 
extrcmest peril, God reveals himself as the Saviour 
of the tempest-tossed, and the ruler of the storm. 

Ah ! God only knows how many prayers go up 
from fathers and mothers and wives and children. 
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who shudder at the howling of the midnight tem- 
pest, and fly for shelter to the covert of Jehovah's 
wings, beseeching his mercy upon those who are 
beset with mortal peril and distress, far out upon the 
raging deep. 

And many a man, prayerless though he may be 
himself, yet feels and knows at such times the value 
of a mother's prayers, and rests in confidence like 
that which led the poet to write, — 

"Sleep soft, O wearied mariner, 

Rocked in the cradle of the sea ; 
The ear of heaven bends low to her; 
He comes to port trho sails with me" 

A writer in The Presbyterian says : **A minister 
tells us of a weather-beaten sailor who, on his Jjome- 
ward voyage, encountered a dreadful tempest. His 
mother, who had expected his return, was waiting 
with deep anxiety to see her son. During the rag- 
ins: of the storm she trembled, as she sat in her cot- 
tage, for her beloved child's safety; and with strong 
faith in God she earnestly prayed for his preserva- 
tion. 

"When night came, she and her husband retired 
to bed ; but not to rest. They were far too anxious 
to sleep. As the morning dawned, the Avinds w^ere 
hushed, and all was calm. Presently the little gate 
in front' of their dwelling turned on its hinges, the 
door opened, and their son, their beloved son, for 
whose life they had feared, stood before them. The 
vessel had been driven into one of the many harbors 
on the coast, and was safe. 'Mother,' said he, as 
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tears ran down his rugged face, *I knew that you'd 
pray me home.' 

"Mother, pray on. The boy may be far away. 
Storms may l)eset him, and dangers surround him, 
l)ut God hears prayer. And many a tempest-tossed 
and sorely-trou])led soul shall greet a mother in the 
paradise of God, and say, 'Mother, you have prayed 
me home.' " 

Thou Sa^'iour of the lone and lost, 

Who once our sinful burdens bare, 
Thy blood shall save the tempest-tossed, 

In glory on the other shore. 
The other shore, the heavenly shore, 

The happy, bright, eternal shore ; 
The land of rest, where storms are o*er. 

There's sunshine on the other shore. 



THE FORGOTTEN BLOTTER. 

A story is told of a hank officer in a village not 
far from New York, who at one time could not make 
his accounts l)alance. Night after night and day 
after day he had patiently conned the long columns 
of figures, only to find the same sickening result. 
He knew that \ie was not a defaulter, that he had not 
taken a penny from the bank, but he could not prove 
it. The accounts would not balance. 

At length the morning of the day came when his 
books must be submitted for inspection, and he found 
himself in the utmost distress. Disgrace and trouble 
seemed staring him in the face, and he had nothing 
to sustain him but conscious integrity and trust in 
God. Early that morning he went to the bank, and 
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bowing on his knees, poured out before the Lord the 

story of his sorrows and his fe<irs. For an hour he 

continued in prayer to Qod; he said, "O Lord, I 

have done right,* I have preserved my integrity, Imt 

here I am about to be overthrown unless thou shouldst 

come to my rescue. Lord, deliver me !" 

He arose from his knees and went to an old blotter 

which he had entirely forgotten, and on opening it, 

there lay a sheet of figures which he had omitted and 

forgotten, and when the summing up of this sheet 

was set down, and the column was added, the ac- 
counts were balanced, and the praying man was saved. 

How many a man in such a positioh might have 

been goaded to desperation and driven to ruin ; but 

faith in God anchored this man's soul amid the stonn, 

and God who heareth prayer, answered and delivered 

his servant. 



THE SLANDERED MINISTER. 

The position of those who are called to take over- 
sight of the church of Jesus Christ, and to labor 
therein in word and in doctrine, is one of much dan- 
ger and delicacy. Exposed to special temptations, 
confided in and trusted as no others arc, l)earing a 
standard which makes them targets for Satan's fiercest 
darts, they have need of the prayers, the sympathies, 
the admonitions, and the reproofs of the jDcople of 
God, while for themselves they must watch and pray 
lest they enter into tem})tation. 

And while the servant of God nmst be blameless, 
and well reported of without, he must not thus think 
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to escape reproach, for the more closely he walks with 
(rod, and the more eminently useful he is in the world, 
the more certain he will be; to be asi^ersed, maligned, 
and accused 1)V the enemies of God*and truth. 

Doubtless Satan is sometimes allowed to set foilh 
his l)rood of lies as a warning to some unwary soul, 
for God only knows how often men have been saved 
from actual sin bv the alarmed and watchful circum- 
spection Avhich some cruel slander has csiused them 
to exercise ; and he only knoAvs what blessings have 
been tasted by his stricken ones, who, in their hour 
of trial, have hidden Avithin the secret of his presence 
from the strife of poisoned tongues. 

The Lord has ever been careful of the riorhts of the 
aspersed and the accused. To Israel he said, ^'One 
witness shall not rise up against a man for any iniq- 
uity, or for any sin, in any sin that he sinneth: at 
the mouth of two witnesses, or at the mouth of three 
Avitncsses, shall the matter be established." Deut. 
xix. 15 ; Heb. x. 28. And the Apostle, when refer- 
ring to the rumors of misconduct at Corinth, declared 
that the same rule must govern the admission of evi- 
dence there: "In the mouth of two or three wit- 
nesses shall every word l)c established." 2 Cor. xiii. 
1. This rule he specifically applies to the accusations 
w^hich may be In-ought against those who preside in the 
church of God, and who labor in word and doctrine 
therein, when he says, "Against a Presbyter receive 
no accusation except on the testimony of two or three 
witnesses." 1 Tim. v. 11) — Conybeare's Ver^siou. 

The proper course, then, for the servant of God who 
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can wash his hands in innocency before God, is to 
keep to his work and leave his accusers in their 
shame. If he drives fast on the heavenlv road he 
will soon get out of the dust of the devil's wajrous. 
And the people of God are bound to reject thos^c 
unsustained rumors which are not supported l)y com- 
petent evidence according to the wwrd of God. 

Sometimes, however, it occurs that a servant of 
Christ is placed in ecclesiastic<al connection with men 
who disregard the express precepts of the word of God 
in regard to this matter, and then, upon the testimony 
of a single witness, he is accused and condenmed, 
men of influence giving the weight of their names and 
position to establish an accusation which, of itself, 
should be rejected, as the assertion of a single witness 

instead of the concurring testimony of two or tliree. 
In such a case the servant of God can only appeal 

to the Judge of all the earth ; and seeking forgiveness 

of the Lord for having been entangled in unscrip- 

tui'al alliances with men Avho c^ire go contrary to the 

word of God in the administration of the affairs of 

the church, he must await the course of divine })rov- 

idence, looking to God to plead his cause and bring 

the truth to light. 

Blessed is he who in such an hour can lean upon 

his God and trust him to the end. A death-bed sets 

many things right, — the day of judgment will reveal 

the rest. But often in this world a prayer-hearing 

God interposes on behalf of his trusting ones. A 

writer in the Watckmayi and Reflector relates the 

following incident in illustration of this principle ; — 
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*'A clergyman, whom I personally knew, was 
charged by a woman with crime. A council, con- 
sisting of seven clergymen, with other persons, was 
convened. Two days were consumed by a long 
detail of circumstances, all of which bore the sem- 
blance of guilt, and Avhich were sustained by the sol- 
emn aflSdavit and x>i\th of the accusing party. Some 
time about ten o'clock of the closing day, the evidence 
being all adverse, although the minister solemnly 
protested his ])erfect innocence, a resolution was 
introduced to depose him. To this he requested 
simply that the action upon it might be deferred till 
the next morning ; which request was gi*anted. He 
then proposed that the night should be devoted to 
special prayer, saying, 'I believe there is a righteous 
God in heaven, and who, in his providence, governs 
upon earth. I believe I am his servant, and am 
willing to commit my case to him, after such an exer- 
cise in prayer.' The clergymen were much exhausted, 
nevertheless two of them agreed to his proposition, 
lie proposed tliat they should occupy distinct rooms 
till twelve. This l)eing done, they met for social 
supplication. 

"The tAvo remarked as they met, one to the other, 
*I have had remarkable freedom in prayer, and I 
believe light Avill beam from some quarter, I know 
not where.* While they were in prayer a loud rap 
was heard upon the door of the house. A messen- 
ger from the dwelling of the accuser was there, with 
an urgent entreaty that they would come immediately 
thither. On entering her apartment, she addressed 
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them, saying, «I have sinned. He is perfectly inno- 
cent.' By circumstances which she rehited, all were 
convinced that she then told the truth. She had 
been suddenly prostrated by disease, which termi- 
nated fatally. Her statements were given to the 
public. Great fear fell upon the people. A most 
powerful revival of religion ensued. The man of 
God was heard with great effect long after, as he 
ministered at the altar, living in the respect of all ; 
and he died in the sweetness of Christian assurance 
at last, leaning his head upon the arm of Jesus. To 
this day many remember well the emphasis with which 
these words were quoted in that region : 'Verily 
there is a reward for the righteous ; verily he is a 
God that judgeth in the earth.' " 



THE PRAYING PRISONER. 

It is a blessed comfort that God remembers those 
whom man forgets, and that all powers and agencies 
are subservient to his will. And it is an added con- 
solation, that there is no spot on earth so lonely, so 
dark, or so desolate, that we can not from it gain 
access to the ear of the Majesty on high. Let this 
be the comfort of the outcast, and the joy of those 
that are in chains, — God hears them and God 
remembers them. He reads the record of their 
innocence or their i)enitence ; he knows how to 
pity, and he knows how to deliver. The sighing of 
the prisoner comes up before him, and according to 
the greatness of his power he preserves those that 
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aro appointed unto death. Ps. Ixxix. 11. "For 
he hath h)()ked down from the height of his sanctu- 
ary ; from heaven did the Lord behold the earth; to 
hear the groaning of the prisoner ; to loose those 
that are appointed to death; to declare the name of 
the Lord in Zion, and his praise in Jerusalem; when 
the people are gathered together, and the kingdoms, 
to serve the Lord." Ps. cii. 19-22. 

A singular and remarkable instance of the deUver- 
ance of a prisoner in answer to his fervent prayer, 
occurred recently in Prussia, and is related by a 
Moravian missionary, A. Tauch, in his report for 
the year 1866, which we copy from the columns of 
The Moravian^ as follows : — 

*'A lithographer whom God had blessed with 
excellent talents in his profession, never improved 
them to His glory, l)ut led a very dissipated life, 
spending in this way all his earnings, as he did his 
patrimony. Requiring more money for the gratifi- 
cation of his lusts, and being an excellent book- 
keeper, he made false cash entries. After cariying 
on this practice for a considerable length of time, he 
was at last discovered, tried, and condemned to ten 
years' hard labor in the penitentiary. Three times 
he attempted to escape, but was every time retaken. 
Each time his prison term was prolonged, and 
finally he was sentenced for so long a term that it 
was not probable he would live to see its end. 
After being recaptured the third time, he was 
placed in solitary confinement, and in a cell from 
which escape was impossible. 
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* 

I *'The Lord blessed this solitary confinement to 
f the welfare of his soul. He began to ponder on his 
: deplorable condition, and to reflect, that, with his 
talents, education, and former temporal prosperity, 
3 he might have led quite a difi*erent life. Yet he 
was compelled to confess to himself, that no one 
could be blamed for his present wretched condition 
but himself. The Spirit of God by degrees wrought 
in his heart a deep sense of his guilt, so that, amidst 
floods of tears, he sorrowed after a godly sort, and 
finally sought and found peace, and pardon of all his 
sins, in the blood of the Lamb. The faithful prison 
chaplain, who often called on him, probably con- 
tributed greatly to his conversion. These two men 
now became intimate friends, and often bowed their 
knees in prayer in the prison cell. 

*'One day he wrote a letter to his friends, telling 
them how happy he was since he had found the 
Saviour, probably the happiest among all the inmates 
of the prison, at any rate happier than the inspector 
thereof. All letters written by prisoners, having to 
pass through this man's hands and to be read by him 
before their transmission, he of course read this one 
likewise, and the remark concerning himself nettled 
him and prejudiced him against the writer, so that 
he soon made him smart for it. One of the jail- 
keepers who often entered the convert's cell was 
in the habit of cursing fearfully, and the latter re- 
quested him, while in his cell, to desist from it, 
because, through the grace of God, it had become a 
sanctuary to him. The overseer ceased his cursing, 
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l)ul niaiiif(»stc(l a still greater dislike towards him. 

"Two years after his conversion, the prison chap- 
Iain askcii him whether he would not present a peti- 
tion to 11h» kin<»: for pardon, inasmuch as numbers 
wer(^ l)('in<r j^ardoned, some of whom he knew in 
advance won hi soon l)e sent back, while he felt 
assurtMl such would not be the ciise with him. The 
prisoner addresstul the insi>ector on the subject, it 
Ixmuij: nec"(\<sary that he should endorse the petition. 
The latter, however, at once told him that he would 
never furnish him with a testimony. This harsh 
reply drove the prisoner, as well as the chaplain, 
into fervent prayer to God Avho alone could help 
them, and they both felt assured in their hearts that 
the Lord would gi-ant their prayer. Another year 
passed away, when the chaplain one morning entered 
the prisoners cell with a sorrowful mien, and 
announced to him that another prisoner had been 
pardoned, while no steps Avere taken towards his 
liberation ; and he knew that even if he (the chap- 
lain) should (mce more reason with the inspector on 
the subject, just then would be an unfavorable time 
for so doiuiif, because a number of fresh fororeries 
had be(Mi detected at Berlin. To this the prisoner 
replied : 'Reverend Sir, you are constantly preach- 
ing al)out faith; now if you exercise faith yourself, 
you need not sutler yourself to be the least discon- 
certed by what transpired at Berlin.' 

"Thereupon thc}^ both knelt down, and once 
more presented the sulyect to the Lord. Eising 
from prayer, the chaplain said ; 'I now believe that 
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you will be pardoned in spite of every obstacle.' 
But the prisoner, striking the tal)le with his hand, 
exclaimed in a loud and cheerful voice, *And I 
believe I shall be pardoned this very day !' The 
minister eyed him Avith astonishment, but tlie other 
reiterated his belief. And such actually turned out 
to be the case. Toward noon the inspector entered 
the prisoner's cell, quite confounded, and read a 
dispatch to him, which he had just received from 

Berlin, stating that the king had pardoned X , 

the lithographer, who was forthwith to be set at 
liberty. 

*'How this had come to pass, and how the king 
could know anything about the i^risoner, was a 
mystery to all around, but a few days more solved 
the riddle. Durino: the course of the vear a certain 
Prince Salm, a pious gentleman, had visited and 
inspected the penitentiary, and among the rest had 
conversed with the lithographer. The chaplain had 
told his history to the prince, and how the inspector 
stood in the way of his petition for a pardon l)eing 
forwarded to the king. The prince had attentive!}' 
listened to the report, without making any reply. 
Several months later, however, he came to Berlin, 
and, havinof obtained audience with the kiun;, he 
asked the favor of the prisoner's liberation. The 
king replied that he could not grant it, because no 
testimony had been presented in his favor ; to which 
the prince replied that he would himself l)ecome 
the prisoner's surety. *Well,' said the king, 'if you 
will do that, he shall be liberated on the spot ;' and 
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a telegraphic dispatch was at once forwarded to the 
penitentiary. 

"This ])rother had now returned to his own home, 
and at the time of my visit to him, had been nlar- 
ried four months to a i^ious Avidow, whose husband, 
and only child had died several years previously. 
Being reinstated in liis lithographing business, he 
lived very comfortably on the property acquired by 
his marriage. Prince Salm, who had been instru- 
mental in procuring his liberation, had lately visited 
him, and gladdened his heart by staying over night 

with him. Brother N concluded his interestinsr 

communication to me, with these words : *I cannot 
sufficiently thank the Lord that he sutfered me to be 
sent to prison ; for l)y that means I have come to be 
a happy man in soul and body.' " 

Perhaps some in prison may read these lines ; let 
them 1)0 encouraged by them to pray ; to pray for 
liberty; not the liberty to rove, and riot, and sin, 
and blaspheme ; not the liberty from restraint, which 
they have abused to their ruin; but the liberty 
wherewith Christ and his truth makes us free ; the 
liberty of soul from sin and fear and death ; the lib- 
erty which cannot be restrained l)y dungeons or by 
fetters, "the glorious liberty of the sons of God." 
To them is this message of deliverance sent. To 
them Christ proclaims "liberty to the captives, 
and the opening of the prison to them that are 
bound." 

And if they find this freedom, then their place of 
bondage shall be a place of blessing, and their abode 
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of sorrow shall be an abode of long-rememberod 
joy. For many a pardoned prisoner looks back to 
his dungeon as to a Bethel, the house of God and 
the gate of heaven ; and remembers that when chains 
confined his body then he first had liberty of soul. 

And when this inward freedom from sin is felt, 
then God can make the prison seem a palace, or can 
bring forth the prisoner from his chains in his own 
good time ; and prove by many a blessed token that 
*'If the Son therefore shall make you free, ye shall 
be free indeed." John viii. 36. 



''IT JUST HAPPENED SO." 

How often in the narration of events occurring 
simultaneously, the one having so vital a connection 
with the other that the two produce results which 
neither alone would have produced, do we hear the 
expression, "It just happened so." Were this ex- 
pression confined to the ungodly and skeptical alone, 
we would not wonder ; but when the professed chil- 
dren of God so far forget their high calling as to lend 
such words to the cause of infidelity, we may well 
pause with painful apprehensions. For those who 
have professed to believe in a Supreme Being as the 
mighty maker of the heavens and the earth ; who 
upholds all things by his omnij^otent power; who 
numbers the very hairs of our head ; and without 
whose notice not even a spari'ow falls to the ground, 
to allow such expressions to fall from their lips, leads 
us to seriously consider whether they have believed 
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to tlio salvation of tlieir souls. And yet how almost 
universal is tlie tendency to ignore the direct provi- 
dences of Ciod, and to attrilmte even the most 
convincing proofs of his answer to prayer, to mere 
chanc(^ 

The nianv, nianv narratives ofiven ])v the children 
of (iod, all testifying, ])y infallible proofs, of our he»*iv- 
enly Fatli(»r's unchanging love and compassion, have 
so stimulated those Avho love Ilim, to pray without 
ceasing, that for the encouragement of the tried and 
tempted ones, I desire to relate an incident connected 
with my own life, which made an impression upon 
my mind that time can never efface. 

It was during the year 1849 that the California 
excitement, or ''gold fever," raged with such teiri- 
ble violence throughout the United States ; and in its 
results i)r()ved itself one of the worst scourges that 
ever overshadowed a civilized country. The exag- 
gerated accounts of fal)ulous fortunes, awaiting the 
thousands who had only to reach the land of gold, 
and gather up the precious metal in any desired quan- 
tities, and return to their homes, turned the brains 
of thousands from the various peaceful avocations of 
life, whose first and most eager question was how to 
get the necessary means for the journey ; and next, 
which was the most expeditious route to- choose. 
During such an excitement, stimulated by the various 
ship-owners of the eastern cities, land ownei's of the 
West, and the numberless inventors of machines and 
appliances with which the more -readily to separate 
the precious dust from the sand, men were willinir 
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to sacrifice home, friends, and every comfort of life, 
and literally sell themselves, body and soul, for gold. 
To this end, homes were mortgaged at fal)ulous rates 
of interest, personal effects, the accumulation of 
years of frugal toil, were sacrificed, and the husband, 
father, and son, the only stay and sujiport of the 
household, were hurried off*, leaving the wife and 
mother, with the little ones, often to struggle with 
penury and want. And w^hat j)en shall record tlie 
fearful tale o£ woe and death on the far-off western 
plains, where starvation, disease, and the tomahawk 
laid thousands low, whose bones even now lie ])leach- 
ing on the deserts, and sent thousands home desti- 
tute, sick, and disheartened. 

During this excitement my fathers family were 
living on a large farm, well stocked, and in a good 
state of cultivation, about forty miles west of Chicago. 
Our family consisted of eight children, — six girls, 
my brother, and myself, — I being the youngest of the 
family. My father, who had inherited a roving dis- 
position, from the first had etigerly sought every 
means of intelligence from the gold mines ; and 
although my mother had earnestly sought to dissuade 
him from the thought of going, he finally, disregard- 
ing all her entreaties and prayers, decided to go, tak- 
ing my brother with him ; and accordingly began to 
make the necessary prej^arations. 

And now began dark days in our home, especially 
for my poor mother, Avho seldom smiled, often wept, 
and daily pleaded most earnestly at a throne of grace 
that God would, in some way, interpose in her behalf. 
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Several neighbors had chibbed together to form a 
party, and the route chosen was overland, with ox 
teams, in covered wagons. Father bought a new 
wagon for the jDurpose, and brought home material 
for covering it, and employed his entire time in get- 
ting together articles considered necessary for the 
journey. To get means to defray expenses, the farm 
was to be mortgaged. And finally the day of depart- 
ure was fixed upon, and human eye could see noth- 
ing to prevent the journey. 

My brother had been engaged several months in a 
drug store in a neighboring town, and all other things 
being in readiness, father started to bring him home, 
and at the same time dei3osit the mortgage and get 
the money. And how well do I remember that day. 
It w^as late in February, but so warm and bright, that 
from the time father started, early in the morning, 
until nearly noon, I had been playing on the straw- 
stack. On going into the house I missed mother, 
and went to the chamber in search of her, and found 
her lying upon the bed, weeping and groaning. I 
went uj) to her and asked her if she was ill. ''Draw- 
ing me to her she said, ''My heart is broken." 
Alarmed at her condition, I hurried down stairs and 
out of doors, crying Intterly and not Iniowing what 
to do ; and after wandering round for some time, I 
fell upon my knees and prayed with all my strength 
that God would let my poor mother live. I then 
returned to her very quietly, and found her kneeling 
by the bedside, sighing and often sobbing, but evi- 
dently in earnest pleading for help. I knelt beside 
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her, and after some time she arose, wiped her tears 
away, and taking my hand 9 with a sad smile , we went 
down stairs, and she resumed her household duties, 
and I went out to do some chores. 

About an hour after I saw one of our neifjhbors 
ride up to the gate and hastily enter the house ; his 
manner was so unusual as to at once arouse my appre- 
hensions that something was wrong, and I hurried 
into the house, to find my mother wringing her hands, 
and exclaiming, "My poor boy, my poor l)oy I" I 
heard the neighbor say that my brother had been 
taken very ill about a week before, and that the dis- 
ease had finally developed itself as smtill-pox in its 
most violent form; and that he was quite delirious, 
and it required two strong men to keep him on his 
bed, but that the physician had strong hopes of sav- 
ing his life. 

Notwithstanding the lateness of the hour, and the 
almost impassable state of the roads, my mother 
determined to go to him at once ; and accordingly, 
taking me to drive the horse, wo started. After 
going some five miles, however, we met a messenger 
with letters from my brother's physician, ear- 
nestly advising no one to come, as everything was 
being done that could possibly minister to his com- 
fort ; and then very reluctantly we turned back. 

And now the earnest petitions of my poor mother 
were changed for the life of my brother. My father 
stayed near him several days, and when the crisis of 
the disease was past, and he began to recover, he 
came home and renewed his customary work upon the 
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farm. What a change was now visible in my mother. 
Her prayers had been answered, and though with 
affliction, still in mercy. My brother's recovery was 
so slow, that ])efore he was able to come home the 
season had so far advanced as to make it impractica- 
ble for them to think of taking the journey. The 
company with whom tliey were to go had left without 
them, and finally adverse news began to an-ive from 
the gold-fields. 

And now the sequel . Of the eight men who formed 
the company with whom my father was to go, three 
died upon the plains ; the remainder subsisted for 
weeks upon the flesh of mules found lying dead along 
the route, and finally deserting wagons and equip- 
ments, they turned homeward, where they arrived 
late in the fall, sick, and in rags, disheartened and 
destitute, to find their homes mortgaged, and over- 
grown with weeds, and their families without suffi- 
cient food to maintain them through the winter. My 
brother entirely recovered, and returned to his busi- 
ness. Our barns were filled with grain, and many 
a bushel found its way into the homes of the families 
of these destitute, returned Califoniians. And was 
not this a direct answer to my mother's earnest, fer- 
vent i^rayer? 



THE SILVER DOLLAR. 

The following stoiy, from the pen of Mrs. 
Wright, is certified as true by the editor of the 
Puritan Recorder^ who says : ''AVe have the pleas- 
ure of knowing the subject of the sketch, and have 
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often been at her house. May the candle of the 
Lord ever shine there as it has in years past." 

It was a season of great scarcity in the hill regions 
of New Hami:)shire, when a poor woman, who lived 
in a hut by the woods, had no bread for her family. 
She was sick, and without either friends or 
money. There was no helper but God, and she 
betook herself to prayer. S|ie prayed long, she 
prayed in earnest ; for she believed that lie who fed 
the ravens, would feed her. 

On rising from her knees one morning, her little 
barefoot girl opened the door to go out. Something 
shining on the sill, stopped her. The child stooped 
down, and behold, a silver dollar lay there. She 
ran and took it to her mother. It really was a new, 
round, bright, silver dollar ! They looked up and 
down the road ; not a living person was in sight, and 
neither footsteps nor wagon wheels were to be heai'd. 

Where did the dollar come from ? Did God send 
it ? Doubtless it was from his hand ; but how did it 
sret there? Did it rain down? Ko. Did he throw 
it from the windows of heaven? No. Did an angel 
fetch it? No. God has often means for answering 
prayer without sending special messengers. He 
touches some little spring in the great machinery of 
his providence without in the least disturbing its 
regularity, and help comes ; — sometimes Ave do not 
see exactly how, as this poor woman did not ; then 
it seems to come directly from him, while, in fact, 
all our being taken care of, ever since we were born, 
comes just as directly from him, only he employs so 
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many people to do it — fathers, mothers, servants, 
shop-keej)ers — that we are apt to lose sight of him 
and fix our eyes upon them. 

''But how did the silver dollar get on the door- 
sill?" some one may ask. It happened that a pious 
young blacksmith was going down to the sea-board 
in quest of business. It was several miles before 
he could take the stage-coach; so, instead of going 
in the wagon which carried his chest, he said he 
would walk. 

''Come, ride," they said; "it will be hot and 
dusty." 

To all his friends urged, he kept answering, "No," 
"I'll walk, and take a short cut through the pines;" 
and off he started with a stout walking-stick. As 
he was jogging on tlirough a piece of wood, he 
heard a voice from a little lonely hut by the road- 
side. It drew his notice, and he stepped towards it 
on tiptoe ; then he stoj^ped and listened, and found 
it was the voice of prayer ; and he gathered from the 
prayer, that she who offered it was poor, sick, and 
friendless. 

"What can I do to help this poor woman?" 
thought the young man. He did not like to go into 
the hut. He put his hand into his pocket and drew 
out a dollar, the first silver dollar he ever had — and 
a dollar was a big sum for him to give ; he was not 
as rich then as he is now. But no matter, he felt 
the poor woman must have it. The dollar being 
silver, and likely to attract notice as soon as the 
door was open, he concluded to lay it by the door 
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and go away, but not far ; for he hid behind a large 
rock near the house, to watch what became of it. 
Soon he had the satisfaction of seeing the little girl 
come out and seize it, and went on his way rejoicing. 
The silver dollar came into tlie young man's hand 
for this very purpose; for, you see, a paper dollar 
might have blown away ; and he was led to walk 
instead of ride — ?rAy, he did not exactly know; Imt 
God, who directed his stei)s, did know. So God 
plans, and we are instruments to carry on his plans. 
Oftentimes we seem to be al)out our own business, 
when we are about his ; answering, it may be, the 
prayers of his people. And with what circumsi^ec- 
tion we ought to walk, when every step we take is 
guided by an unseen hand, and every act we do 
may have influence and importance far beyond any 
thing which we imagine or intend. 

The young blacksmith is now in middle life ; he 
has been greatly prospered, and has given away his 
hundreds since then ; but perhaj^s he never enjoyed 
giving, more than when he gave his first silver dollar. 



THE OLD SCOTCHMAN'S PRAYER. 

I was pleased the other day with a story which an 
aged Scotch minister told me about an old Scotch- 
man, who, many years ago, was on his way to a 
meeting of the people of God, held in a tent, or 
some such temporary structure. 

The old pilgrim was poor and ill clad, and partly 
deaf; but he tnisted in the Lord whom he served, 
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and rejoiced in liis kind providence. On his way to 
the meeting he tell in with another Christian brother, 
a younger man, hound on the same errand, and they 
traveled on toi^ether. 

AVlien they had nearly reached the place of meet- 
ing, it was proposed that they should turn aside 
behind the hedge, and have a little praying before 
they entered the mc^eting. They did so, and the old 
man, who had learned in every thing to let his 
requests be made known unto God, presented his 
case in lan<rnaire like the followino^ : — 

**L()rd, ye ken weel enough that I'm deaf, and I 
w^ant a seat on the first bench if ye can let me have 
it, so that I can hear thy word^ And ye see that my 
toes are sticking through my shoes, and I don't think 
it is much to your credit to have your children's toes 
stickino: throuofh their shoes, and therefore I want 
ye to get me a pair of new ones. And ye ken I 
have nae siller, and I want to stay there during the 
meeting, and therefore I want you to get me a place 
to stay." 

"When the old man had finished his quaint petition, 
and they had started on, his younger brother gently 
suggested to him that he thought his prayer was 
rather free in its form of expression, and li[<['dly as 
reverential as seemed proper to him in approaching 
the Supreme Being. But the old man did not accept 
the imputation of irreverence. 

"He's 7111/ Father,'' said he, '^and I'm well ac- 
quainted with him and he's well acquainted with /we, 
and I take great liberties Avith him." So they went 
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on to the meeting together. The old man stood for 
a while in the rear of the congregation, making an 
ear- trumpet of his hand to catch the words, until 
some one near the pulpit noticed hira, and Ijcckoning 
him forward, gave him a good seat upon the front 
bench. During the prayer the old man knelt down, 
and after he arose a lady who had noticed his shoes, 
said to him, "Are those the best shoes you have?" 

*'Yes,'' said he, ''but I expect my Father will get 
me a new^ pair very soon." 

"Come w^ith me after meeting," said the lady, 
"and I will get you a new pair." 

The service closed, and he went with her to her 
house. 

"Shall you stay during the meeting?" said the 
good woman, as they went along. 

"I would, but I am a stranger in the place, and 
have nae siller." 

"Well," said she, "you will be perfectly welcome 
to make it your home at our house during the 
meeting." 

The old man thanked the Lord that he had given 
him all the three things he had asked for; and, 
while his younger brother's reverence for the Lord 
was right and proper, it is possible that he might 
have learned there is a reverence that reaches 
hififher than the forms and conventionalities of human 
taste, and which leads the ])eliever to come boldly to 
the throne of grace, to find all needed help in eveiy 
trying hour ; and which gives to the blood-sprinkled 
and accepted worshiper of God, a boldness or liberty 
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to enter into the holiest, which astonishes those who 
heave only known the jiower of the spirit of hondage 
unto fear. And while we carefully avoid the irreverent 
rashnessof speaking vain and careless words before the 
Lord, we may well, also, avoid the long, precise, 
and studied orations of the hypocrite, and especially 
the faithless insults of those who ask, and receive 
not, ])ecausc they ask amiss; and who make God a 
liar l)y not believing the promises that he has given. 
It is a precious jirivilege to pray in humble bold- 
ness and confiding love ; to bring every want and woe 
and lay them at the Saviour's feet ; to put aside the 
stale and stereotyi)ed utterances of formality, and 
hold converse with the Lord from the deep longings 
of the inward heart. Let us seek to prove this 
privilege in all its fulness, as the Lord may give us 
grace and faith. 

THE HEAVEN-SENT BREAKFAST. 

It was on the afternoon of Christmas-day, 1866, 
that while writing in the Scrij^tural Tract Repository, 
in Boston, a strange feeling of unrest came over us, 
and laying down the pen, we sallied out into the 
street and took our way to a humble chapel on Lowell 
street, where we had heard that a service was being 
held. We entered and sat down. A physician was 
delivering a brief address, and the subject seemed to 
have reference to the gracious providences of God, 
and his guiding hand as seen in the affairs of life- 
He spoke in su])stance as follows : — 

Once in my visits about the city, I stepped into a 
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store and commenced to talk upon the truths of rev- 
elation, and the conversation 2)resently turned upon 
the faithfulness of God in providing for his people. 

The merchant at length related the following story : 
In the city of Portland there resided some years ngo, 

a rope-maker named H . lie was regarded as in 

prosperous circumstances, and doing a comfortaMo 
business. In the year 1812, ''the embargo'' which 
was laid upon exports, ruined his business ; he could 
not sell his ropes; and he linally fell into straitened 
circumstances. He had a w4fe, a frail and feeble 
woman, who had been afflicted with pulmonary dis- 
ease for twenty-five years ; and he had, also, several 
children. One cold, snowy, winter's night their last 
morsel of food was consumed ; he had no means to 
obtain more, and the children went supperless to bed. 
The man w^as not a Christian, and was in great dis- 
tress ; the woman was a child of God, and knew there 
Was a hiding-place for tossed and troubled souls before 
the throne of grace. The husband retired to rest 
with the children, and the feeble wife and mother 
remained to pray, and plead the promises of God 
who feeds the hungry from his bounteous hand. 

The night wore away while she continned in ear- 
nest supplication, and a])out two o'clock in the morn- 

• 

iDg something seemed to bid her go to the door. 
She opened it ; the snows were drifting, and the 
storm was howling without, but in the entry there 
stood a large basket. Unable in her feebleness to 
lift it, she dragged it* within the door as best she 
could, and uncovering it, beheld bread, beef, potatoes, 
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butter, ham, and a variety of articles of food— 
an abundant supply for present and pressing wants. 
For all these things she thanked and praised the 
Lord, and having done so, proceeded to prepare a 
bi'eakfast ibr tlie family ; boiling some potatoes, cook- 
ing some meal, and placing them with the bread ami 
butter upon the tjible. 

When all was done, she called her husband and 
bade him come and see the breakfast that the Lord 
had provided for them. But he, ignorant of God's 
wondrous workings, supposed that hunger and trouble 
had made? her insane, and begged her to be quiet, 
and he would certainly get some food in the mov- 
ing. But she insisted that he should come and see 
the food that the Lord had provided for them. At 
length the odor of the smoking breakfast reached his 
nostrils, and he came out, and saw with orrateful 
wonder the food Avhich the Lord had given to feed 
his suileri ng family. 

The children were waked up, and the heaven-sent 
breakfast was eaten with keen appetites, and rever- 
ent and thankful hearts ; but the source of sin)ply,or 
the hand by which God sent it, was yet a mystery. 
Nothing about the basket gave indications of the 
place from whence it came, and they could only give 
thanks to the GiVer of every good and perfect gift 
for such timely aid. 

One day, some time afterwards, some one was 
looking at the bottom of the ])asket, and discovered 
on it the trace of two initials, nearly obliterated. At 
once the man recognized them as the initials of a 
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grocer who lived at the next comer, and concluded 
that the basket came from him. lie was a believer 
in the final salvation of all men, and was not regarded 
{IS especially devout ; but he had evidently been made 
iiu instrument of blessing at the hand of God. 

The rope-maker's wife lost no opportunity, but 
speedily called upon the wife of the gi'ocer, saying, 
"I have come to tell you how the Lord heard my 
prayers." 

^'StojD," stiid the grocer's wife, "hear my story 

first. That cold, stormy night, when I lay in ])ed 

with my little infant, only a few weeks old, on my 

arm, and the winds were howling around, some one 

came to me and took hold of me, and said, 'Mr. 

H 's folks are starving, and you have bread 

enough ; send them some bread.' I waked my hus- 
band and told him. He said, 'It is false : Mr. II 

is better off than I am. He does not need bread.' 
Soon the same hand was laid upon me again, and the 

message repeated, 'Mr. II 's folks are starving^ 

and you have bread enough ; send them some bread.' 
I again urged my husband to go, but he refused. 
The same hand laid hold uj^on me the third time, and 

the same voice spoke to me once more, 'Mr. H 's 

folks are starving^ and you have bread enough; send 
them some bread. ^ I entreated my husband to go, but 
he bad no faith in it ; and I said to him, 'Husband, 
you take care of the child, for I am going to carry 

Mr. H 's folks some bread. I can not stay. 

God will rol) us of every thing we have if we do not 
do it.' Seehig that I was determined to go, he offered 
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to go for me, and he took the basket. I called after 
him and told him to i)ut in bread and potatoes and 
butter, etc., and he Avent out in the storm, and waded 
through the deep drifts of snow, and left the basket 
in your entry." 

The rope-maker's wife then had her story to tell 
about the sore distress, the weary night watch, the 
agonizing prayer, and the timely answer, which 
brought comfort to ])oth soul and body in that wild 
and stormy night. 

*'And," said the merchant who told the story, "I 
was one of the chddren who ate that breakfast which 
the Lord thus provided." "And," said the physician, 

"that merchant is Mr. H '—, of this ci^.% a member 

of the T church, a matter-of-fact man, now in 

the employ of the government." 

This Avas the physician's story as nearly as we can 
repeat it, and we have placed it among these records 
of prevailing prayer, in hope that from it some of 
God's poor children may derive comfort in the day 
of trial and distress, and be enabled to plant their 
Ebcnezers, or memorials of divine faithfulness, thick 
amid the shadowy pathways of the weary w^orld, until 
they shall reach that land where "they shall hunger 
no more neither thirst any more ; . . • for the Lamb 
which is in the midst of the throne shall feed them, 
and lead them unto living fountains of waters." 

Still, as of old, God humbles his people, and 
suffers them to hunger, and feeds them in unknown 
ways, that he may make them know that "man doth 
not live l)y bread only, but by every word that pix)- 
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ceedeth out of the mouth of the Lord doth man live." 
Deut. viii. 3. Happy are they Avho apply these 
lessons of his providence, and learn more and more 
perfectly to trust his faithful word. 



THE FORGOTTEN PARTY. 

In a little gathering of Christian friends, the 
conversation turned upon prayer, and the blessings 
which come in answer thereto, and a believing lady 
rehited the following incident : — 

"One circumstance in my experience has come 
rushing into my mind, as if I must mention it, 
though I have never spoken of it publicly before. 

"A year ago last winter, we had four boarders in 
our family, and at one time there was a pleasure 
party arranged somewhere in the region, and those 
boarders requested my husband to go with his team 
and carry them to the party. My husband had 
formerly attended upon such ensnaring places of 
mii'th and amusement, and my heai*t sunk within me 
as I heard him give them his word to go and carry 
them if the weather was pleasant. 

"I w^ent away in secret, and laid the matter before 
my heavenly Father, and asked him to interpose and 
break the snare that was being spread, and prevent 
my husband from going into the place of temptation ; 
and there came back to my heart the sweet assurance 
that the Lord would care for it all. 

''I left the matter there, and was at rest. The 
e^'ening appointed for the party came, — as fine a 
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night as the moon ever shone upon, — the sleighing 
was splendid, and all things seemed to favor their 
going; ])ut nothing was said, the party was not 
mentioned, and the evening passed away as usual. 
The next night some one said, 'Oh! when was that 
party to be?' And to their surprise, they found 
that the time for it was passed, and the whole Jive of 
them had forgotten it entirely.'' 

Thus the Holy Spirit can, not only bring all things 
to our remembrance, but can also banish from our 
minds the things which would ensnare us and lead 
us astray from paths of righteousness. 



THE' BAFFLED PIRATES. 

The histories of those who have forsaken all for 
Christ, and gone to spread the knowledge of his 
name in distant lands, abound in records of divine 
providences and deliverances in times of peril and 
extremity. Among them the following is worthy of 
a remembrance : — 

A company of Moravian missionaries w^ere on 
their voyage from London to St. Thomas, on board 
the ship Britannia. Xotliing remarkable occurred 
till they one day discovered a pirate vessel. 

The pirate ship approached till within gunshot of 
the Britannia, and then began to pour in a heavy 
fire. There were grapi)ling irons on board, strong, 
sharp hooks, fixed to long ropes, ready to throw 
into the Britannia, and hold her fast, while the 
pirates should board her and do their work of 
destruction. It seemed that there was little chance 
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of escape from such an euciny. But the captain, 
whose heart was sinking at the fearful prospect 
before him, did not know what powei'fiil helpers he 
had below , in the few })eaceable missionaries, whose 
fervent prayers were then ascending, through the 
noise of the fight, to heaven. 

The moment the. pirates tried to throw their grap- 
pling irons across to the other ship, their own was 
tossed violently, and the men who held the ropes 
were throw^n by force into the sea. Vexed by this 
disaster, the pirate captain sent others, who shared 
the same fate. Seeing that he could not succeed in 
this manner, he resolved to fire at the Britannia, till 
she sunk with repeated shots. But this effect 
strangely failed also ; for the balls missed their aim, 
and fell mto the sea. The smoke of the frequent 
discharges was very dense, and hung about the ves- 
sels for some minutes, hiding them from each other's 
view. At last a sudden gust of wind cleared it 
away; and, to the amazement of the pirate captain, 
the Britannia was seen at a distance with all her sails 
spread to the wind, speeding swiftly away from the 
attack ; and they were forced, in great anger, to 
abandon their cruel purposes. Thus w^onderfuUy 
had God appeared, and saved the vessel in answer 
to prayer. The missionaries' prayers had been 
greatly honored, but they were to have still further 
fruit in coming days. 

Five years afterward, during which the mission- 
aries had been diligently preaching the gospel at St. 
Thomas, they, and the other missionaries on the 
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island, agreed to meet together to celebrate the 
anniversary of their delivenmce from the pirates, 
and to thank God for his other mercies. As they 
sat together, word was brought that a stranger 
wished to see them ; and, at their permission, a tall 
man entered, with fine, manly features, and a hold 
expression of foce. The missionaries wondered, and 
one asked what was the stranger s business with them. 

''First answer mo one question," said he. '*Are. 
you the men who came to this island five years ago, 
in the English ship Britannia?" 

'* We are," replied the missionary who had spoken. 

"And you were attacked upon the sea by pirates:" 

''Exactly, but why are these questions?" 

"Because," answered the stranger, "I am the 
captain who commanded the vessel which attacked 
you." 

Then the missionaries looked at one another in 
silent wonder, as their former enemy continued : 

"The miraculous way in Avhich j^our vessel escaped 
was the cause of my own salvation from the power 
of sin, through faith in Christ." 

It would be too long to tell you all his words ; 
but you may imagine with what unspeakable joy the 
missionaries listened to his tale, as he went on to 
tell them how, in his vexation at their stran^rc 
escape, he had made inquiries for the captain of the 
Britannia, and learned that it was throuofh the 
prayers of the Moravian missionaries of St. Thomas ; 
and how% not understanding how a vessel could be 
saved from pirates by prayer, he resolved to know 
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the Moravian brothers. He sold his vessel, and in 
the United States one day visited a Moravian chapel, 
and heard a sermon from the words, ''Work out 
your ovyn salvation with fear and trembling." He 
sought the preacher, and heard from him the way of 
salvation through Jesus Christ. *'And thus," he 
concluded, "from a pirate captain, I am a poor 
sinner, justified by the grace and mercy of Christ ; 
and my chief hope has been that I might one day be 
able to see you, and relate to you my miraculous 
conversion. This joy is granted to me to-day." 

He ceased, and you may imagine the feelings of 
the missionaries. They were met to celebrate their 
deliverance from the pirates on that day five years 
before, through prayer ; and there stood before them 
the pirate captain himself, not fierce then, but hum- 
ble and pious, who traced his own deliverance from 
the bondage of Satan to the same prayer that res- 
cued them from him I They all knelt down together 
before God, and thanked him for his great mercies 
to them in delivering them from the danger which 
beset them, and in rescuing the baffled pirate from 
the greater danger of the wrath to come. 



A SAVIOTJE ON THE SEA. 

In the month of March, 1843, in company with a 
young lady who was a believer in the Lord Jesus, 
and trusted in him for temporal as well as spiritual 
blessings, I started with my husband to take a trip 
on board of his vessel, which was bound for the port 



76 £BEN£ZEBS. 

of New York, where we were to discharge our freight. 
W(5 had enjoyed very })leasant weather, until the 
evenin*^ of the 22iid, when the gathering clouds beto- 
kened jui ai)proaching stomi. 

W\) w^ere th(*n on Long Island sound, and as it 
wuH our custom 1>efore retirin«: for the ni«:ht to read 
a portion of God's word, and unitedly to commit oui- 
s(dves to his care and protection, we had on that 
eveninij: read the account of the storm which arose 
wlirn Jesus, Avith his disciples, was on the sea, and 
' at their recjuest, *'IIe arose, and rebuked the wind, 
and said unto the sea. Peace, be still. And the wind 
ceased, and there was a gi*eat calm." 

It was about the time when we usually experience 
tlie (Mjuin()(5tial gale, or <'line storm," as it is called, 
and after we had retired to rest the wind arose, and 
continued to increase until midnight, when it blew 
a terrilic <j^ale. It was very thick, and the sleet and 
liail came with such force that it cut the faces of the 
hardy mariners, as they braved the tempest, while 
att(^nding to the commands of the captain, whose 
voic(^ couhl (K'casionally be heard above the howling 
of th(^ storm. The sea was running very high, and 
dashing comph>t(dy over our little vessel, and finally 
washed away our l)oat, which had been hoisted upon 
the davits, and made secure, as we supposed, for the 
passage. Our vessel was scudding under "bare 
poles," as it was l)lowing so hard that no canvas 
could be made to stand before the gale. About one 
o'clock, as nothing had l)een seen during the night, 
my husband, knowing we must be near the head of 
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the sound, and apprehending danger from the rocks, 
which he well knew lay in our course, called us up 
that we might be in readiness for whatever might 
happen, and had directed that blankets and some 
pieces of rope should be laid aside, to secure us, if 
possible, to the rigging, in case the vessel sti^uck. 

After we had been informed of the danger of our 
situation, we thought of the portion of God's word 
which we had read before we retired for the night : 
and we realized that Jesus was as surely with us by 
his Spirit, if we were his children, as when with his 
disciples he w^as on the deep, and at their prayer, he 
had stilled the raging tempest, and said to the waves, 
*<Be still." Our faith grasped the promise, ''If two 
of you shall agree, ad touching any thing that they 
shall ask on earth, it shall be done for them of 
my Father which is in heaven." 

We were, however, in sore perplexity. The lights 
which have been placed along the coast for the bene- 
fit of the mariner, had not been seen once during this 
fearful night; and the darkness, together with the 
howling of the wind as it came rushing in its fury 
through the shrouds and rigging of the vessel, the 
roaring of the sea, and the creaking and straining of 
the vessel, as she labored to keep herself from being 
swajlow^ed up by the billows, all combined, was 
surely enough to test our faith. 

But here w^as the precious promise, "Ask what ye 
will, and it shall be done unto you." As we heard 
from the deck the oft-repeated wish, "If I could only 
see the lights, I could ascertain my position, and all 
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might yet be well," my young friend and myself 
bowed the knee in prayer, and unitedly asked our 
heavenly Father to grant that thelight might beseeiu 
when almost instantly we heard the exclamation, 
'*Light ho !" which proved to be from a light-house 
on the north shore. We then heard the cry, ''Could 
I now but get the light on the south shore, I could 
tell very soon where we are." Again we asked our 
Father to grant us this request, when quickly the 
wished for southern light threw its cheering rays 
across the sea. Blessed be the name of the Lord ! 

My husband then got the bearings from the lights, 
and found that we were, as he had supposed, at the 
head of the sound, and not many miles from a har- 
bor, and said he must try and make it. But there 
was a dangerous reef, extending out some distance 
from the entrance, and as nothing could be seen, he 
was obliged to depend upon the lead and line, to 
guide him into the harbor. Again we fervently 
prayed that the Lord would direct us safely into the 
desired haven, and thanks to our heavenly Father, 
we passed over the reef in safety. As we were 
entering tlie harbor, my husband had a presentiment 
that he must only stand in a little distance, and gave 
the order to *'Let go the anchor," just as he had 
fairly entered the port ; and all benumbed with the 
cold, their hearts filled with gratitude for their safety, 
the crew gladly sought the comfortable cabin and 
their bci-ths. 

In the morning, when they arose fuid went on deck, 
they were surprised to find the harbor full of vessels, 
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wliich had gone in before us, on the i)revious night ; 

and, had our vessel gone a little distance further in*, 

some accident must have happened, as it was ])lowiiig 

a gale, and was so very dark. Our hoarto woukl 

reverently thank the Lord for this, and for many 

other special blessings which we have received in 

answer to prayer. And may lie, who ever answers 

the prayer of faith, grant us a continuance of his 

blessed Spirit; and, after the storms and tempests 

of this life are past, receive us, with all his dear 

people, into the haven of eternal rest, where there 

will be no clouds, no storms; but peiice and rest, and 

an eternal weight of glory, for all who shall gain an 

entrance through the gates into the city, and so be 

forever with the Lord. 



THE MORAVIANS IN BATTLE. 

The following anecdote is recorded in the diary 
kept at Frerdenburg, a settlement of the Moravians, 
in Saint Croix, a Danish West India island : 

In March, 1819, Mr. Bell, a captain of a ship, 
from Philadelphia, who is a religious man, living 
some time in this island, paid us several visits. One 
day he brought with him another captain, from 
Baltimore, of the name of Boyle. Having for some • 
time conversed on religious subjects, the latter 
inquired whether any of our family w ere on board an 
English vessel, with only six guns, and twenty-two 
men, which in the year 1814 was attacked by a 
North American privateer of fourteen guns, and one 
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hundred jiiid twenty men, on her voyage to Saint 
Thomas ; and which after a most desperate conflict 
l>eut ofr the enemy. He added, that he supposed 
very fervent prayer had been oflfered up on board 
that vessel. 

yister Kanmch ansAvered, that she was on board 
the English vessel, and could assure him that there 
Avas. "That I believe," replied the captain, '*forI 
felt the eflfect of your prayers." He then informed 
us that he was the cjiptain w^ho commanded the 
privateer. '* According to my way of thinking at 
that tune," said he, "I was determined to strain 
every nerve to get possession of the British vessel, 
or sink her ; but she was protected by a higher 
power, against which all my exertions proved vaiu." 
This disappointment and defeat astonished him ; but 
when he afterwards heard that missionaries were on 
board the English vessel, it struck him that their 
fervent prayers to God had brought them protection 
and safety. This led him to a farther thought about 
these things; and at length, by God's mercy, to a 
total change of mind. On his making this statement, 
Ave joined him in thanking the Lord for his goodness. 

From this authentic fact, Ave learn that under all 
circumstances, however ])ad and hopeless, it is the 
Christian's duty to pray and not to faint; to exercise 
faith and ho})e in that Almighty Jehovah Avhose ear 
is never heavy that he cannot hear, nor his hand 
shortened that he cannot save : for there is no re- 
straint to the Lord to save by many or by fcAV. 
While, then, the Christian can joyfully say, '<Is 
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there anything too hard for the Lord ? " let him hold 
fast his confidence in his God. 

When the pious Moravian missionaries saw a ship, 
so superior in force, coming against their poor little 
vessel, they did not cast away their anchor of hope 
in the promises of God ; they did not sit down in 
despair, when it was the very time for their '*God 
vv ho doeth wonders," to make his power to be known ; 
but they called to mind his wonders of old time, and 
exercised that faith which has given them such won- 
derful success in the preaching of the gospel of his 
Son. That faith in God which had called forth his 
power to the subduing of kingdoms, stirred up these 
righteous men to eflectual, fervent prayer ; and their 
tipiritual weapons were too mighty for the carnal 
Weapons of their powerful and determined enemies. 
They had ])ut one refuge to flee unto ; but that refuge 
^vas the mighty God of Jacob ; the God to whom 
Salvation belongeth ; and because they trusted in his 
power, he caused them to rejoice in his mercy. 



CASTING ALL CAKE. 

A v^idow lady, who had lost with her husband, the 
comforts with which he had been able to surround 
her, supported herself and fatherless little one, by 
literary contributions to various periodicals. 

On one occasion she owed fifty dollars to her land- 
lady, and was notified beforehand that it must be paid 
on the very day it fell due. This amount was due 
her in another city, it being the income on her only 
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remaining piece of property. So she wi'ote to 
tenant ten days before the money was needed, ; 
fully expecting from him a ready response, felt 
uneasiness in regard to her own indebtedness, 
the meanthne, she Avas busily employed w^ithherpe 
earning whatever she coidd from day to day. i 
the time drew near, however, and she heard nothin, 
from her debtor, she ])egan to feel anxious, and vncoU 
to one of her editorial employers, for the amount due 
her for contributions ; though she knew it to be less 
than half what she needed, and was utterly ignorant 
as to where the remaining portion was to come from. 
But two days remained, and still there was not a 
dollar in her purse. She had exerted herself to the 
utmost — done all she could, and failed to raise any 
portion of the amount required. In this emergency 
she betook herself to praj'cr — special prayer, either 
that a way might be opened for her relief, or that she 
might be perfectly resigned to whatever trials might 
await her. She had been praying before, but now 
her whole soul seemed to lay hold upon God — ^to 
'*take hold of" his ^'strenofth." Askinof divine direc- 
tion she took up her Bible to read, and her eye fell 
on the words, ''Casting all your care upon him, for he 
aireth for you ;" and from that hour all anxiety left 
her, — she felt sure that the praj'er was heard, and 
she calmly awaited the result. 

On the morning of the day her debt had to be paid, 
just an hour before the time, a letter was handed 
her, containing a draft for fifty dollars — the exact 
amomit she needed. It came from the editor to 
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I whom she had applied for payment of the tv\'eiity 
dollars he owed her, and he had sent fifty, thirty of 
which was paid in advance. This ho had never done 
hefore, nor had she asked him to do so on the pres- 
ent occasion, nor even hinted at her necessitv. She 
had asked God ^ and thus he had ansxcered her prayer ; 
cindhad verified his own assurance, *'He careth for 
you." 

• This is but another of the many instances on rec- 
ord, where God has l>een pleased to strengthen the 
weak faith of his children, by sending special answers 
to importunate, believing prayer — the ansicer behuj 
either the blessing sought, or something better; and 
we cannot doubt that the mmiber of such answers 
would be multiplied indefinitely, had we more of the 
simple, child-like faith that takes God at his word, 
laying hold of his strength, as the hungry child seeks 
his mother, expecting his wants to be relieved as 
certainly as made known. Jesus says, "Whatsoever 
ye shall ask in my name, that will I do." " What^ 
soever'^ — and what right have we to say he means 
this or that, to the exclusion of something else. 
And when he says to his tired, suffering, Avorld-weary 
children, ''Your burdens are too heavy for you, cast 
them upon me and I will sustain you," why should 
we go bowing, bending beneath the load, often sink- 
ing to the very earth under trials, afflictions, and 
annoyances that are too grievous to be borne, Avhen 
He so graciously waits to carry them for us ? Let us 
learn to rest upon his promise, and believe that he 
means all that is implied in those blessed words, 
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^^ Casting all your care upon him ^ for hecarethfor 
1/011.'^ 

In this fiiith, even if trial, disappointment, and 
affliction shall bo our lot, we can look submissively 
upward to our Father's face and say, — 

"Thy various messengers employ, 
Thy purposes of love fulfill ; 
And, *mid the wreck of human joy. 
Let kneeling faith adore thy will." . 



PRAYER FOR FIVE DOLLARS. 

A writer in the Sunday School Times relates the 
following instance of an answer to prayer: ''-^ 
gentleman laboring as a city missionary in Ne^^ 
York, one day received five dollars to be given to ^ 
certain poor minister in Amos street. In the even' 
ing the missionary called and gave him the money- 

"For a moment the good man stood amazed and 
speechless. Then taking down a little journal, he 
opened to a record made that morning, and showed 
it to the missionary. He read simply, 'Spent two 
and a half hours in earnest prayer for five dollars.' 

'' 'And now here it is,' said the man, with a heart 
ovei-flowing with- gratitude. 'The Lord has sent it.' 
Both giver and receiver had their faith strengthened 
1)y the incident. May we also find it an encour- 
agement to trust our temporal affairs in his keeping. 
It is only when we are serving him that we can 
expect such help. The gospel gives no encourage- 
ment to those who seek only their own interests, 
and who are mere selfish workers in the world's 
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ijreat harvest. The condition of our receiving: what 
Ave ask is, that *we do those things that are pleasing 
in his sight.'" 

Praying for money while refusing to work and 
earn it, would savor more of presumption than of 
faith. But however much we may toil, it is yet the 
hand of God that feeds us. And wlicn he weakens 
our strength, or crosses our plans and hedges up our 
path, he is yet able to supply our need, and delights 
to hear our earnest, importunate prayers. 



A TEACHER'S PROMOTION. 

" For promotion cometh neither from the east, nor from the west, 
nor from the south ; but God is the judge." Ps. Ixxv. 6, 7. 

In the year 186-, the writer was a teacher in the 
public schools in a manufacturing village of Massa- 
chusetts, and associated with other teachers in a 
large building containing a number of schools. I 
had taught some years ; was worn and weary, and 
much desired a change — feeling that change would 
be in a measure rest. I desired the position of the 
teacher in the grade above mine. This school was 
taught by a resident of the town, and was apparently 
secure to her. What was to be done with this desire ? 
I did not covet her school, j^et I did dcsii-e it. I 
was unwilling to use any secret influence, against her 
reputation or position, or in any way to do or say 
anything which I would be unwilling to have any 
one do to me. I felt desirous of obeying the golden 
rule given us by our Lord and Master. 
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Well, as the wish for that school, or a school 
that grade, continued, I *'went and told Jesm 
repeatedly praying in secret. I asked the Lord 
give this teacher some other position Avhich Avoiild b 
of advantage to her, and f^^ivc me her school. 

In prayer I expressed what He who seeth the 
secrets of the heart saw within, — a desire to do 
nothing in any w^ay that I would be unwilling any 
one should do to me, — only asking a better position 
for her, and thus to get her place for myself. This 
was during the winter or spring vacation. The next 
term we taught as usual side by side, good friends, 
and I ceased to pray as I had a few weeks previous. 
In the next summer vacation the new^s came thtit 
Miss Blank had accepted an offer to teach in a state 
Institution, with various advantiiges — one of w^hich 
was considerable increase of salary. 

Remembering the petition of a few months pre- 
vious, and thinking that works should join hands 
v^ath faith, I applied to the oflScial in whose power 
was the ^ift. His answer was: ^'•I had decided tc 
offer you this school,'' The school would have beet 
mine had I not applied. I taught the school unti 
health failed and I resigned. 

No one knew of my i)ra} ing, yet he who seeth ii 
secret rewarded me o})eidy. I think the teachen 
can testify from ol)servati()n at least, that wdien one 
occu})ies a desirable position, eflforts arc ofttimci 
brought to bear against the one in the coveted place 
and in favor of some one outside, by exciting preju- 
dice, influencing votes, and other questionable means 
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much better to go and tell Jesus all, and leave 
desire with him who careth for us, accepting 
notion as he opens the door, thus obeying his 

imand, ** Whatsoever ye would that men should 

to you, do ye even so to them.'' 



PEAYERS AND RESPONSES. 

llr. Newman Hall, minister of Surrey Chapel, 

^ondon, gives the following mstances of answers to 

Hayer from his own experience : *'Thc writer's 

brother, when superintendent of a Sunday-school, 

felt a strong impulse, one Saturday evening, to call 

on a member of his Bible chiss whom he had never 

visited before, and to inquire if he was in any need. 

Ife found him very ill. Though tlie mother and 

lister seemed in comfortable circumstances, he felt 

constrained to inquire if he could aid them in any 

way. They burst into tears, and said that the young 

man had been asking for food which they had no 

power to supply, and that on Monday some of their 

Ljoods were to be taken in default of the payment of 

L'ates. When he knocked at the door ihei/ loere on 

'heir knees in prayer for help to be sent them. By 

he aid of a few friends the difficulty was at once 

net — but the timely succor was felt to be the divine 

•espouse to prayer. 

"With that brother the writer was once climbing 
he Cima di Jazzi, one of the mountains in the chain 
)f Monte Rosa. When nearly at the top, they 
mtered a dense fog. Presently the guides faced 
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right about, and gi'ounded their axes on the fi'ozen 
snow-slope. The brother — seeing the slope still 
beyond, and not knowhig it was merely the cornice, 
over-hanging the precipice of several thousand feet- 
rushed onward. The writer will never forget their 
cry of agonized warning. His brother stood a 
moment on the very summit, and then, the snow 
yielding, began to fall through. One of the guides, 
at great risk, rushed after him and seized him by the 
coat. This tore away, leaving only three inches of 
cloth, by which he was dragged back. It seemed 
impossible to be nearer death and yet escape. On 
his return home, an invalid member of his congrega- 
tion told him that she had been much in prayer for 
his safety, and mentioned a special time when she 
particularly was earnest, as if imploring deliverance 
from some great peril. The times corresponded! 
Was not that prayer instrumental in preserving that 
life?" 



THE BIG UMBRELLA. 

One time a great drought prevailed in some of the 
midland counties of England. Several pious farmers 
w^ho dreaded lest their crops should perish for lacl 
of moisture, agreed with their pastor to hold aspecia 
prayer-meeting to petition God to send rain. Thej 
met accordingly ; and the minister, coming early, ha( 
time to exchange friendly greetings with several o 
his flock. He was surprised to see one of his littl< 
Sabbath-school scholars bcndinor under the weiofht o 
a large old family umbrella. "Why, Mary," said he 
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''what could have made you bring that umbrella on 
such a lovely morning as this?" The child, gazing 
on his face in evident surprise fit the inquiry, replied, 
"Why, sir, I thought, as we were going to pray for 
rain, I'd be sure to want the umbrelhi." The min- 
ister smiled on her, and the service commenced. 
While they were praying, the wind rose, the sky, 
before so bright and clear, became overcast with 
clouds, and soon, amidst vivid flashes of lightening 
and heavy peals of thunder, a stoim of rain deluged 
the country. Those who attended the meeting unpre- 
pared to receive the blessing they sought, reached 
their homes drenched and soaked , whilst Mary and 
her minister returned together under the family 
umbrella. 

There is a great deal of this praying for rain and 
forgettingr all about the umbrella. The Lord is 
pleased with our confidence in him. * 'What things 
soever ye desire when ye pray, believe that yo receive 
them and ye shall have them." We are conunandcd 
to*<ask, and" we * 'shall receiveJ*^ The receiving is 
implied in the asking. When a child asks for bread, 
he does not hold his hands behind him and refuse to 
take it. He lifts up his hands, expecting to receive 
the favor sought. So we are to pray, "lifting up 
holy hands, without wrath and doubting," and God 
^ill surely hear our cries. 

When Elijah prayed for rain he sent his servant to 
see if it was not coming. David said, "Hearken 
unto the voice of my cry, my King, and my God ; 
for unto thee will I pray. My voice shalt thou hear 



90 



EBENEZERS. 



ill tlu» morning, O Lord ; in the morning willl dird 
my prayer unto theCy and will look up.'' Ps. v. 2, 
3. How many prayers go rambling here and there; 
how few direct their prayers, — aim them right for the 
throne, — "and look up" to see that they do not miss 
the mark. Let us pray in faith. Let us aim every 
prayer. Let us *' look up." Let us watch for the 
cloud to rise when w^e cry to God for water; and 
when we go to meeting to pray for rain let us remem- 
ber and take the l)ig umbrella with us. 



THE FIVE LOAVES. 

One tedious night, about the year 1845, when the 
wind howled through the streets, and all the terrors 
of a Xew England winter were abroad, a j^outhful 
mother in the city of Worcester, gathered her little 
children around her, and bowled the knee in prayer. 
It was an hour of sore distress. The husband and 
father was absent, proclaiming the glad tidings of 
the kingdom of God ; the little stock of food was 
exhausted, a few^ ounces of Indian meal bein<r alwut 
all that w as left ; the night w-as dark, the snow deep, 
and the path unbroken ; and no human hand was 
near to help. 

But that mother, who had forsaken all for Christ, 
knew where to cast the burden of her cares and sor- 
rows before the blessed mercy-seat, and find deliver- 
ance from them there. 

She prayed. Can you imagine what she prayed 
for? Was it what you prayed for when surrounded 
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"With plenty, and with every need supplied? It was 
^ATiat He who "became poor" told us to a.sk fi[)r, 
'*Our daily bread." The prayer went up, mingled 
"VNith faith and tears and sighs, and found aeceplance 
^ith Him who hath said, * 'Before they call I will 
unswer, and while they are yet speaking I will 
hear." 

In another part of the city a young lawyer sat 
ulone in his room. lie had found Ilim of whom 
Closes in the law did write, and had believed unto 
the saving of the soul. His father, enraged at his 
piety and faith, expelled him from the house. He 
had hired a room, and there he pursued his studies, 
and sought in prayer and faithfulness to know and 
do the will of God. 

At length his wandering thoughts took shape, and 
concentrated on the cottage where this praying 
nother dwelt. He knew nothing of the condition 
)r special needs of the dwellers there, but still he 
'alt for them. He had never spoken with them, Init 
lomehow their case seemed to lie upon his heart, 
md he could not resist the orentle voice that ursrcd 
lim to go forth. He left his room, sallied out into 
he snow, went to a baker's sliop, purchased five 
oaves of bread, went to the house of this family 
ibout which his mind had been so strangely exer- 
dsed, strode through the untrodden snow, and 
mocked at the door. 

The prayer for bread had gone up ; the mother 
lad risen from her knees and awaited the answer ; 
;he heard the knock, opened the door, and there, 
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knoe-dccp in the snow-drift, stood the young 
Avho liunded her tho five loaves of bieac 
departed with a joyous heart. 

Tliore was thankfuhiess in that low^ly dw 
fur God had heard the prayer of faith, an 
there was '*bread enough and to spare." A 
for that day alone, but for other days of da 
poverty, and tears, was the memory of that 
like the pot of hidden manna, a joy and con 
that troubled soul, furnishing food and refre 
for faith during many years of toil and trial 
wilderness. 

Many years have passed since the writer : 
in the cottage of that praying M^oman, and he 
tell the story of the mercies of the Lord 
Troubles and trials have crossed her pilgri 
since then, and tear-drops have been scatters 
and there along the weary way ; the glow c 
and the freshness of beauty have departed, 
faith of other days is still her solace and 1 
and the strong consolations of the immutable 
ises are still her refuge and her rest. 

And in the hope that these '*five loave 
again feed some hungry soul, and teach souk 
tian heart to heed the inward call of God, we 
this memorial of God's faithfulness in trou 
distress ; and breathe, meanwhile, a prayer th 
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SAUNDERS ^lACIVOR. 

The records of prevailing prayer are unhumlx?red. 
n every land and age whore the tioie God has l)ceu 
:no\vn and worshiped, may be found the authentic 
memorials of the wonders he has wrought in answer 
)the prayers of his people. In trials, in persecu- 
ons, in afflictions, in temptations, in perils by land 
1(1 by sea, his church have proved his faithfulness, 
1(1 his power; and their Ebenezers, or ^'stones of 
)lp," stand thick along the world's highway, pro- 
aiming, "Hitherto hath the Lord helped us" (1. 
im. vii. 12) ; and so giving strength to fainting 
arts, joy to soiTowing souls, and courage to those 
10, in every peril, cast their cares upon him who 
reth for them. 

The late Hugh Miller, of Scotland, in his Memoir 
William Forsyth, relates the following instance in 
lich deliverance was granted in extremest peril, 
i prayer prevailed amid the fury of the storm : 
''Saunders Maclvor, the mate of the * Elizabeth,' 
s a grave and somewhat hard-favored man, pow- 
iil in bone and muscle, even after he had consid- 
ibly turned his sixtieth year, and much respected 
' his integrity and the depth of his religious fcel- 
^s. Both the mate and his devout wife were 
pecial favorites with Mr. Porteous, of Kilmuir, — a 
inister of the same class as the Pedens, Een^vicks, 
d Cargils, of a former age ; and on one occasion 
bea the sacrament was dispensed in his parish, and 
iunders was absent on one of his continental 
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voyages, ilrs. Maclvor was an inmate of the mai 
or parsonage. A trenieiidoiis storm hurst out in 
night-time, and the poor woman lay a>vake, listeni 
in ntt(»r ti'rror to tlie fearful roarings of the wiiul, 
it howhul in the ehimneys, and shook the cascmcm 
and the doors. At length, when she could hestil 
no longer, she arose, and (fi'cpt along the passage to 
tlie door of the minister's chamber. *0h, Mr. 
Porteous,' she said, *Mr. Porteous ! do ye no hear 
that? — and poor Saunders on his way back fiae 
Holland ! Oli, rise, rise, and ask the strong helpo' 
your blaster.' Tlie minister accordingly rose and 
entered into his closet. The 'Elizabeth', at this 
critical moment, was driving onwards through spray 
and darkness, along the northern shores of the Moray 
Frith. The fearful skerries of Shandwick, Avhere so 
many gallant vessels have perished, were close at 
hand ; and the increasing roll of the sea showed the 
irradual shallowins: of the water. Maclvor and his 
old townsman, Robbeii: Ilossack, stood together at the 
binnacle. An immense wave came rolling behind, 
and they had but l>arely time to clutch to the nearest 
hold, when it broke over them, half-mast high, 
sweeping spars, l)ulwarks, cordage, all before it, in 
its course. It passed, but the vessel rose not. Her 
deck remained l)uried in a sheet of foam, and she 
seemed settling down by the head. There was a 
frightful pause. First, however, the bowsprit and 
the butts of the windlass l>c2:an to emerore ; next the 
forecastle, — the vessel seemed as if shaking herself 
from the load ; and then the whole deck appeared. 
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as she went tilting over the next wave. * There are 
still more mercies in store for us* said Maclvor, 
addressing his companion; she floats still.* 'Oh, 
Saunders, Samidcrs !' exclaimed Robert, 'there was 
surely some God's soul at work for us, or she would 
iiever have coined yon.' " 

Mjinyasaih)r besides Robert Hossack has felt that 
his deliverance was not by human might nor power, 
hut hj the arm of the Lord of hosts, and in answer 
to the prayer of some pious wife or mother, some 
'^God's soul" who knew the value of a throne of 
grace. 



''LORD JESUS, HELP!" 

A lady in one of our large cities had been in the 
habit of attending religious meetings in the evening. 
When she had no one to accompany her she wouhl 
go alone, although frequently admonislied of her 
danger. On her return one evening from the place 
of worship, in crossing a public walk which hiy in her 
way home, she was met hy two ruffians, who stopped 
her, and presenting a pistol to her breast, demanded 
her watch and money. Although alone, as they 
supposed, there was One present in whom she 
trusted, that tlie wretches did not see, and at whose 
approach others like them once **went backward and 
fell to the ground." As she liad no arm of flesh to 
protect her, she instantly fell upon her knees before 
them, and with uplifted hands cried out, "Now, Lord 
Jesus, help !" The affriirhted assassins fled, leaving 



llic woinnii to go her wjiy in i>eace, rejoicing 
God iiiid rock of her sulvjition, wlio 13 a rcf 
distress, :t very present help in troulilc, 

Miiiiy instances could Iw cifod where Chri 
in duiijrer of porsonal violence, h:ivo f'und deliv 
in simply availing on the Lord in piiiyer ; and 
other inst.niccs could 1k) adduced where pcrs 
lighting for their property, have lost not onl 
Hul)stancc lint their lives. 

THAT POOR COUPLE. 
"Olio day during the spring of 1879," 
writer in the Prenbt/lerian, "a lady member 
chiircli awoke in the morning with her th 
dwelling upon iv poor couple who lived in tl 
nrlw of our city. Do what she would, these 
were ever hefore her uiind. While dressii 
after dressing; iit Iircakfast and after bre; 
alone in thought, or in conversation with h( 
hand ; moving alK)ut the house, or seated 
sewing; all the while the thought of these pot 
pic would intrude itself. It was now a lor 
since, she had seen them, and she knew of no 
reason for her making an early call upon 
SIio might well luive excused hereelf from so 
for slie was suffering from a cold which had ci 
her to her home for the greater jjart of t\vo 
Besides, it was ono of those blustering Jlarcl 
wliioh made tho ojwning days of April so 
both to sick and well, and with an injunctioi 
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f her husband *iiot to go out of the house' that day, 
jl she might have had excuse enough to stay at home. 
^^ But nhat poor couple* were staring her in the face 
^ wherever she went ; and answering her unseen but 
felt call, she started out to see them. On reachinir 
the house, the knock at the door was answered by 
the poor woman herself, who, on opening it, with 
'- expressions of gratitude, threw herself on the floor 
and poured out her thanks to God for sending a 
timely deliverer. A look at the room revealed the 
greatest poverty. A few hard crusts of bread were 
all they had to relieve hunger, a few bits of coal 
Were just dying out in the fire-place, and a handful 
more was beinof husbanded for the needs of a comin<? 
cold night. Want, gaunt want was seen every- 
where. The husband, breathing out his prayer to 
God, had started out to find relief. A neighbor 
was joining her prayers, according to promise, with 
the prayers of the needy, and the echo of the wom- 
an's uncomplaining crying and praying still lingered 
within the room when the deliverer entered. 

'*What a scene to behold! The needy one on 
her knees, thanking God, who had heard and 
answered her ; — although down at the feet of a human 
helper, looking beyond all surroundings into the 
very face of God, and thanking him who hears the 
needy when they cry. The help was at hand, for 
faith had triumphed, and fire and food were quickly 
furnished. Who will say that pra3'er was not 
answered? There was not only prayer, but con- 
certs of prayer. The husband, wife, and neighbor 
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combined to cry unto tho Lord. The Lord hca 
Ilcnce the burdened mind, the uneasiness, and 
resolve of one of his own dear children, ^vho, fort 
unrest of the morning, was more than compeusati 
l)y tho thanksgivhigs and benedictions which wei 
poured out before noon." 



PAYING WATER-RATES. 

In a social meeting in M , when the faithful- 
ness of God to answ er pmyer was mentioned, llrs. 
C arose and told the following : 

'* Several years ago my husband owned a number 
of houses on a street in this place, which he rented. 
Then ^ye were not required to pay in advance for the 
water we used, and as we were pressed by circum- 
stances, we had been unable to pay until the bill 
had run up to one hundred and twenty-five dollars, 
and we were notified that if it was not paid by the 
next Saturday, the w^ater would be shut off from the 
houses on that street. We had several days in 
which to raise the money, and my husband tried in 
various ways, l)ut in vain. 

''Friday I was very much distressed about it, for 
I knew it would distress our tenants and do us much 

injury if the water was withdrawn. Mr. C had 

tried to borrow the money of different friends, but 
had not obtained a dollar. 

''We took it to the Lord in prayer, and begged 
him to send us the money that day. In the evening 
a gentleman called to buy a house lot of Mr. C . 
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He said he wanted it immediatehj^ and should com- 
mence work on it the next Monday. He nuist have 
the papers drawn that nifjhty and though ho could 
not pay all for it then, he wanted to pay something. 
He then took out his wallet and counted out and 
handed to my husband one hundred and twenty-five 
dollars, exactly the amount needed to pay the water 
tax. We had a season of praise and thanksgiving 

that night, and the next morning Mr. C i)aid 

the bill. 

**We expected to see men at work on the house 
lot the next Monday, but did not. Why that man 
changed his plans we never knew, but during the 
six years that have passed since then, no one has 
done anything to that lot, and last fall it was sold 
for a mortgage. 

*'A good many times since then, when I have 
been in a hard place, I have thought of that experi- 
ence, and have taken courage ; and have again i)roved 
the Lord to be a prayer-answering God, and a 
*very present help in trouble.' " 



DELIVERANCE FROM THE TEMPEST. 

On a large, clumsy, and ill-equipped ferry-boat, 
crossing the Firth of Forth from Xewhaven to Brun- 
tisland, were nearly two hundred human beings, 
proceeding to the great annual fair held at the last 
named place. Nearly the whole of those on board 
were evidently composed of what may be termed tlie 
odds and ends of the mobile, or floating portion of 
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soi'ioty, comprising pedlars, hawkers, hucksters, 
balhul-sliigiTs, jugglers, booth-keepers, etc.; but 
there was one individual on board, who, though one 
among the passengers, was tmly not of them— this 
was the Kev. John Brown, of Haddington. As soon 
as the motley assembly began to suspect that they 
had a memlK'r of the clerical order among them, 
with one consent, and as if by previous concert, 
they commenced a series of insults and annoyances 
towards him, which were indeed grievous to be 
borne. They rudely pushed one another against his 
person, they swore howibly at each other, and gave 
utterance to language of the most blasphemous 
description. And the good man bore all this with a 
meekness and a forbearance worthy of one whose 
function it was to tell men of the grace and compas- 
sion of the Son of God. lie was earnestly cngage.d 
in mental prayer on behalf of his persecutors, wheu 
the boat having neai-ly reached the middle of the 
Firth — Avhich is here about eiirht and a half mite 
across — all of a sudden a terrible tempest arose. 
The rain fell in torrents, and the wind blew withu 
fury that struck terror into the hearts of all on 
board. The veteran boatman quailed under the 
imminent danger to which they were exposed, and 
warned the passe aigers to i)repare for the worst, as 
in all prolmbility they would not l)e able to keep the 
boat afloat for another quarter of an hour. And 
now what a change came ovtu* the aspect, the de- 
meanor, and the language of these i)eoj)le ! They 
now thronged around and pressed upon the good 
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man, as one who had power with God — that God 
^hose honored servant, a few minutes before, they 
lad grossly insulted, and whose eternal vengeanee 
they had ])raved. It was really an impressive spec- 
tacle to see them, as if for life and death, striving 
>vho should get nearest to the pale but interesting- 
looking stranger. Many a hand was eagerly stretched 
toward Mr. Brown, for the purpose of laymg hold 
of, or at least touching, some part of his clothes ; as 
if mere contact with the person of a human being 
could shield another — and he an unpardoned sinner 
^rom the righteous vengeance of a holy and sin- 
hating God. From every part of the boat, and 
from the lips of almost every person on board, 
ringing clear above the roaring of the wind and 
waves, were heard such utterances as, ''Oh, sir, 
pray ! Pray for us ! Pray for me 1 I am a great 
sinner ; but, good sir, pray for me ! " And the good 
man did i^ray. Standing near the middle part of the 
Wt, and partly sheltered from the force of the 
tempest by a i)halanx of the most athletic portion of 
the passengers, and lifting up his face and hands to 
teavcn, he prayed most fervently — prayed like one 
who has indeed power with God, 

" And oft has proved the omnipotence of prayer.'* 

^lany a tear was shed, many an obdurate heart was 
touched, and many a bosom heaved with a new and 
stmnge sensation, while that prayer was being offered 
^p; and ere the good man had ceased his supplica- 
tions, the sweet announcement made in the twenty- 
iiinth verse of the Scottish metrical version of the 
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one hundred and seventh psalm, was realized even to 
the letter : 

*'The storm is chanpjed into a calm 
At His command and will ; 
So that the waves, which raged before, 
Are quiet now and still." 

lie who **phints his footstep3 in the sea, and rides 
ui)on the storm/' hiid said to the conflicting elements, 
"Peace, be still ;" and there was a great calm. In 
a short space of time the boat reached the landing- 
place at Brunt island, and the passengers were about 
to hasten to the spot where the fair was to be held. 
But clear, distinct, and in a tone sufficiently authori-. 
tativc, the voice of the minister was heard calling 
upon them to stop and gather around him. It was 
the voice to which they had so eagerly listened amid 
the wild revelry of howling winds, surgmg waves, 
and delu<2:in«: rain. It was the voice of the man of 
God who, in the hour of their sore peril, forgetting 
the gross insults they had ofiered him, had complied 
with their request to act the part of intercessor for 
them in the court of that omnipotent and omniscient 
Being, whom storms and tempests obey. It was the 
voice of one whom all present felt assured they 
should never forget, and neiirly the whole of those 
who had been in the boat clustered around him. 
Taking his stand on a large log of timber, and 
looking earnestly at those whom he addressed, he 
commenced an appeal to their hearts and consciences, 
which proved to be a soul-awakening one to not a 
few of those who heard it. Most attentively and 
reverentially was the good man listened to by the 
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'Whole of his auditory. Many an embrowned check 
'Was that day bedewed Avith penitential tears ; and the 
power of the Lord was present both to wound and 
to heal, both to bruise and to bind up. In after 
jears Mr. John Brown was gratified and gladdened 
by many unquestionable attestations to the truth of 
the fact, that, on the memorable day of which we 
have spoken, in reward for the promptitude and 
faithfulness with which he did his blaster's work, 
that Master had been pleased to give him many souls 
for his hire. 



''WHAT WILL YE THAT I SHALL DOT 

There is much of vagueness in the pi*ayers of many 
who seek blessings at the hand of God. The blind 
men near Jericho were at first vague petitioners : not 
vague in their manner of addressing Christ, for tliough 
sitting by the way-side to beg alms, they did not 
speak to Him as belonging merely to the crowd of 
passers by, or as one of the few rich yet tender- 
hearted personages, who would pause to consider 
their case ; they recognized Jesus of Nazareth as the 
Messiah, and said, ''Have mercy upon us, O Lord, 
thou Son of David !" This prayer was not languid ; 
its urgency defied the crowds, and commanded them 
to hold their peace ; and the Saviour finds no fault with 
their views or with the spirit of their prayers. His 
objection is to the vagueness of their request, which 
was such a general petition as might have been 
addressed to any passing philanthropist, and which 
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did not bring their own special wants to 
*' W/iat will ye that I shall do unto you?'' demanded 
Christ ; aiul when tliey had definitely declared their 
needs, he bade them receive their sight. 

Are not most of our supplications too vague, con- 
taining cries for general mercy, and recognizing 
neither our particular necessities, nor the power and 
readiness of grace divine? Does not the Lord say to 
us, ** What will ye that I shall do unto youT The 
following story, condensed from the Sunday Maga- 
zi7ie, may instruct and admonish us in this respect: 

Many years ago, the weekly carrier between Edin- 
burgh and a certain Scottish town, had liis cart over- 
turned about a mile from a little village during a 
heavy snow-storm. Among the villagers who, after 
trying in vain to dissuade him from continuing his 
journey in such a wild night, had given him a convoy, 
was Paul Ingram, a godly Scotch weaver. They had 
scarcely parted from him, leaving him to pursue his 
journey, before his shouting summoned them to 
return, and they found that at a sharp turn of the 
drifted road he had strayed on to the moor, where his 
horses and cart were soon thrown into a hollow. 
They returned and set about extricating the horses, 
and putting some scattered packages under the cart 
wrappings ; and then led the horses with their master 
back to the village ; the carrier believing that it was 
impossible for him before daylight to replace the 
conveyance on the way. In the morning he was 
helped to start and pursue the remainder of his 
journey. 



EBENEZERS. 105 

Wheu he returned the following week, he mentioned 
that all of his lading had been safe except a large 
web of linen, which was missing. Some of the vil- 
lagers remembered that when they w^ere busy replac- 
ing some of the stray packages under the canvas, 
Paul Ingram had said, ''Here is a heavy web; it 
must be a valuable one." Paul himself admitted his 
having noticed the web, and somehow an insinuation 
was thrown out against the good man, and it was 
strange how soon the suspicion that he had taken the 
web, ])ecame general. 

A few nights afterward he suggested to the neigh- 
bors that the locality of the accident might not have 
been sufficiently searched, and proposed that they 
should look for the lost linen. Next morning when 
they looked, they discovered the missing web under 
{I whin-bush. It, however, could not have lain there 
since the night of the storm, for it was quite unsoiled 
und scarcely w^et. The just inference was that some- 
l)ody must have feloniously removed and then in 
terror restored it ; but the conclusion that Paul Ingram 
Was the culprit was a wicked invention. To his 
intense surprise and grief, he soon saw, in the averted 
or changed looks and the insulting words of many of 
the villagers, that he was charged with the theft, and 
the cow^ardly atonement for it ; and his good name 
Was under a cloud of infamy. He had '*the answer 
of a good conscience," and the confidence of his most 
intimate fellow-Christians ; still he endured such a 
severe and constant tribulation of nature as few actual 
naalefactors can know. For a whole year this terrible 
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affliction lasted, and the wounds of his spirit were 
becoming more and more, rather than less and less, 
painful. Long afterward, at a "fellowship meeting," 
wliile speaking of the matter, he said: ' 

'*^ry praying was often in the night-watches, a 
long, eontinnal wrestling, a bitter agonizing until the 
daylight ; yet I merely cast myself, though witli 
unutterable earnestness, upon the general mercy of 
the Divine Helper. At the close of that year's sup- 
plications, the Kedeemer might have said, ^^What 
will ye that I shall do unto youT^ for my praying 
had been vague- as it was fervent, and I had not 
brought my burden to the throne of grace. I had 
not imitated the special manner of the Psalmist, who 
cried, "David and his afflictions all. Lord, do thou 
think upon ;" nor had I implored the Lord to cause, 
by his conmiand over all the operations of providence, 
my righteousness in the matter to come forth as the 
noonday light. I should have told what I needed^ 
what I yearned for, and what he was able and willing 
to grant, since for these things does he mean to be 
entreated, and we can weary him by the specially 
minute, no more than by the importunate, character 
of our petitions ; and the emphatic terms of liis own 
irrevocable pledge, " Whatsoever ye shall as^*," forbid 
us to be vague, ami encourage us to be particular. 

"One Saturday evening I took up the Bible to 
resume my reading of the Saviour's history, with 
the assurance that communion with Him, who him- 
self endured the "contradiction of sinners," would 
tend to keep me from becoming faint and weary. I 
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became absorl^ed in the visit to Jericho, and suddenly, 
from his dealings with the blind men, a light flashed, 
showing me my duty. " What icill ye thai I shall 
do unto you?'' seemed to be asked of me, directly and 
pointedly. At once I made known my peculiar wants, 
and cast the full detail of my sorrows as a burden on 
the Lord. My special petitions I urged again and 
again that night, for I was moved to be far more 
frankly and confidentially explicit than I can ever be 
to any human listener; and as I prayed, hope stole 
into my mind and became a soothing, almost exulting 
assurance that my good name was about to be 
vindicated." 

The next morning, Paul Ingram repeated his special 
petitions, both in secret and at the family altar, and 
was preparing after church service to resume them, 
when he was summoned to the other end of the vil- 
lage by a dying man who was eager for an interview. 
This was an hostler, who confessed before the parish 
minister and other witnesses, and before Paul Ingram, 
that he alone had stolen, and afterwards restored, the 
web, and that he had committed a still greater wick- 
edness in allowing the innocent man to bear the suf- 
fering of the guilty. He had not intended to make 
this act of reparation, but his conscience had that 
day started up as a tormentor, and led to the dis- 
closure which completely re-established the weaver's 
spotless reputation. 

All present at the meeting had often heard of the 
cruel suspicion which had so long tried the godly 
weaver, but they were now for the first time told of 
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the connection between this deliverance and the good 
man's importunate and definite prayers. Might not 
the lesson of dejiniteness which Paul Ingram learned 
and never forgot, admonish us to cease the vagueness 
of our petitions, and in every thing by prayer and 
supplication, to let our requests be made known unto 
God " 

Thou with many burdens weary, 

Turn thee to thy Rest ; 
From earth's thorny desert dreary, 

Flv to Jesus' breast. 

Tell thy tale of woe and sadness 

In his willing ear ; — 
He can turn thy grief to gladness. 

He thy cries will hear. 

At his feet cast every burden, 

Offer each request ; 
He who gives the guilty pardon, 

Gives the weary rest. 



A PRAYER FOR BREAD. 

Washington AUston, who stood at the head of 
American artists a half-century ago, was at one time 
so reduced by poverty that he locked his studio, in 
London, one day, threw himself on. his knees, and 
prayed for a loaf of bread for himself and wife. 
While thus engaged, a knock was heard at the door, 
which the artist hastened to open. A stranger 
inquired for Mr. Allston, and was anxious to know 
who was the fortunate i^urchaser of the painting of 
the '* Angel Uriel," which had won the prize at the 
exhibition of the Royal Academy. He was told that 
it was not sold. «' Where is it to be found?" *'In 
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this very room," said Allston, producing a painting 
from a comer, and wiping off the dust. ''It is for 
sale, but its value has not l)een adequatc^Iy api)rcci- 
ated, and I would not part with it." "What is its 
price?" "I have done tixing any nominal sum. I 
have always so far exceeded any offers, I leave it to 
you to name the price." "Will four hundred i)()unds 
he an adequate recompense?" "It is more than I 
ever asked for it." "Then the painting is mine,'' said 
the stranger, who introduced himself as Marquis of 
Stafford, and from that time became one of Mr. 
Allston's warmest friends and patrons. 



A HUNDRED DOLLARS. 

I have for a long time believed that one reason 
^% Christians do not enjoy more of the presence 
of the Lord, and have a deeper and more enduring 
experience of his loving-kindness, is because they 
do not hand out to their fellow-pilgrims by the way, 
those rich things which the good Lord has so freely 
and so bountifully given to them. I have often 
wanted to tell some of my own experiences to oth- 
ers; but it seemed so like boasting, that I have 
withheld it, for fear that some one might suppose 
that I was thinking too much of myself. I would 
not glory, save in Jesus ; but I must claim his prom- 
ises, for I know that they are mine. What I am 
about to relate, is one of many answers to prayer, 
which it is every Christian's privilege to enjoy, not 
because we are so good, but because we have the 
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best {ind kindest Father in the world, and he is more 
than willing to bestow good gifts on all who call 
upon him in humble faith. And I am glad that our 
dear Father has all power, and I am not afraid to 
ask anything I need, for I do know that he will 
grant every request, if he can be glorified thereby. 

In the winter of 1863, we bought a home in Con- 
necticut, and after paying all we could for the little 
farm and stock, we found ourselves one hundred 
and twenty dollars in debt. The man to whom we 
owed the money was not a Christian, but we sup- 
posed him to be a man of truth ; and he told my 
husband that he would not hurry him for the money. 
But before we got fairly stai-ted, he sent a note that 
he must have his money by the first of January. It 
was the 16th of December when the note arrived: 
we had but twenty dollars, and my husband handed 
the letter to me, saying, "What shall we do?** I 
told him I did not know. Often had the Lord sent 
me help before this ; but it did not occur to me that 
he was going to bring deliverance now. 

My husband was but a child in the service of the 
Lord, having been converted only six months 
before ; but he was a good child ; and as he turned 
his loving eyes on me, and said, ''I am going to 
ask the Lord for that money," I felt sure that it 
would come. We kneeled at the family altar, when 
evening came, and he asked for the money in these 
simple words : — 

"Father, we need a hundred dollars. If it is thy 
will, please to send it to us ; but if it is not thy will 
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to send it, and if the cattle must go out of the barn- 
yard to pay the bill, help us to bo good children, 
and bear it with patience." As near as I can recol- 
lect, this was the first pmyer that my husband ever 
uttered when I felt sure that he had the right kind 
offaith. We both felt perfectly easy, and waited 
for the money, just as if we knew that it was 
coming. 

Time passed on ; the new year came, but as yet 
there was no money. On the Lord's-day morning, 
husband sat down to breakfast with the same confi- 
dence he had before expressed. Said he : 

'*L , the money has not come." 

"Still keep trusting," said I, although I nuist 
confess that my faith began to fail. My husband 
took the older children, and went to meeting. 

Shortly after he left, a loud rap at the door called 
my attention ; and on opening the door, I saw a 
man, whom I had never seen but once, to know 

him. He asked if Mr. P was at home. I told 

him no ; he had gone to meeting. He said he was 
sorry, for he wanted very much to see him. I asked 
if there was any errand I could do. He said he 
hated to tell his errand on Sunday ; ])ut he could not 
leave home any other day ; and that he wanted to 

let Mr. P have a hundred dollars. He said his 

mother gave him the money that morning, to put in 

the bank ; but it c*une into his mind that Mr. P 

had lately bought, and might need the money ; and 
said he did not know why, but he felt that he must 
bring it that day. 
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So be counted out the money, and left, apologiz- 
ing for coming on the Lord's day. I took the 
money, tlianked him, and went across the room, to 
put it in the drawer, when, on h)oking out of the 
window, I saw the very man to whom we owed the 
money, passing l)y. The man who brought it met 
him at our gate, the one going and the other coming. 
I think tliey did not know each other, and they lived 
sixteen miles apart. The man who brought the 
money knew nothing about our owing it to any one. 

Mr. B , the creditor of whom we bought the 

place, went by to the next neighbor's and waited till 
the sun went down, and the day w^as past, and then 
came in to get his money. We paid him, and he 
went his way. 

My husband and I have always felt sure that the 
Lord sent that monej' ; and we are not afraid to 
receive money sent from the Lord, on any day. 



PRAYER AND DELIVERANCE. 

The following instance of the Divine mercy is 
related by the missionary, Hans Egede Saabye, the 
grandson of the celebrated Hans Egede, who >vas the 
first missionary sent to Greenland : — '*In the year 
1849, a young married pair who had found grace in 
the Lord Jesus, came to Okak to get some provisions. 
On their way there they were met by a large white 
bear, which is the most fierce and dangerous animal 
of these regions. . They were, as you may suppose, 
very much frightened, and the more so because the 
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man carried no gun or other weapon to defend his 
own life and that of his wife. He therefore turned 
to his companion and said, *We can do nothing to 
save ourselves from this danger but pray.' They 
then knelt down together on the snow, and l)egged 
God to protect them, offering their l)odics, souls, and 
spirits to his divine will. While they were thus 
engaged, the bear came up to them, but, to their 
wonder and joy, he quietly passed them by. On. 
their return from Okak, when they nearly reached 
the same place, they were alarmed at seeing the fierce 
creature coming up to them again. The terrified 
couple, having proved the value of pmyer on the first 
occasion, again knelt down, and looked up to heaven 
for help. The bear came close up to them, and 
smelt all around them, but he did them no injury, 
and went away. And how could they help believing 
that He who delivered David out of the paw of the 
lion, and out of the paw of the bear, had heard their 
cry, and delivered them ? " 



THE QUAKER'S HOUSE. 

A most remarkable case of providential preservation 
occurred at the siege of Copenhagen, under Lord Nel- 
son. An officer in the fleet says : "I was particularly 
impressed with an object I saw three or four days 
after the terrific boml)arclment of that place. For 
several nights before the surrender, the darkness waa 
ushered in with a tremendous roar of s^ns and mor- 
tars, accompanied by, the explosion of bomb-shells 
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and the whizzing of those destructive and burning 
engines of warfare, Congreve's rockets. 

*'The dreadful effects were soon visible in the brill- 
iant lights tlirough tlie city. The blazing houses of 
the rich, and the Inirning cottages of the poor, illu- 
minated the heavens ; and the wide-spreading flames, 
reflecting on the water, showed a forest of ships assem- 
bled round the city for its destruction. 

"This work of conflagration went on for several 
nights ; but the Danes at length surrendered ; and on 
walking, some days after, among the ruins of the cot- 
tages of the poor, houses of the rich, manufactories, 
lofty steeples, and humble meeting-houses, I descried, 
amid this barren field of desolation, a solitary house 
unharmed — all around it a burnt mass, this alone 
untouched by the fire, a monument of mercy. 

' ' * Whose house is that ? I asked. 'That,' said the 
interpreter, 'belongs to a Quaker. He would neither 
fight, nor leave his house, but remained in prayer 
with his family during the wl)ole bombardment.' 

"Surely, thought I, it is well with the righteous. 

God has been a shield to thee in battle, a wall of fire 

round about thee, a very present help in time of 
need." 



THE INFHiEL'S PEAYER. 

A colporteur, laboring in the southern part of 
Oregon, relates the following incident : — 

Near Rogue River I found a sea-captain, a New- 
Englander, seventy-six years old. His vigor was 
broken by strong drink more than age. Several 
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years ago he left the sea, and settled there in a log 
cabin of his own building:. lie was a leader amon<i: 
infidel companions. For a year past he has l>eon an 
invalid. A kind Christian lady had him i-enioved to 
her house and cared for ; and here I found him, 
evidently affected by the difference in the fruits of 
infidelity and the Christian religion. Ilis reed was 
completely broken. He was anxious to know the 
way of salvation. 
[ As he related the story of his own life, he proved 

that he had once l>elieved in prayer, and that his 
infidelity Avas insincere ; and thus he enabled me to 
plead with effect, God's willingness to answer prayer. 
He said : 

"hi my early life I was in a terrible north-east 
gale off the coast of New England. The snow and 
sleet were freezinor on the riof^ino:, and fiUinof the 
air so that we could not see a hundred yards from 
the ship. The captain was sick, and could not be on 
deck; the mates were discouraged, and abandoned 
every hope of safety, unless we should chance to 
find it at the mercy of the waves. Only the captain 
and myself were familiar with the coast, and for me 

he sent, and said : 'T , you know the coast better 

than any man on board. I want you to take the 
lead and examine the soundings, and see if you can 
find out where we are.' I did so, and went below, 
and said, 'Captain, we're drifting right on to the 
north spit of the South Shoal.' Said he, ^Is it pos- 
sible that we are that close in ? Then we are gone I ' 
<*I went down below deck, where no shipmate 
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could hear me pi*ay, tmd I besought God to cause the 
storm to cease, or to change the wind. When I 
went Ix'loAv, the gale was furious. When I came 
back, the Svind had changed and was blowing fresh 
from the north-Avest. The blinding snow ceased, and 
the clouds l)r()ke. Five minutes more, and we would 
have l)ccn in the l>reakers." 

He was soon persuaded that God would answer 
his prayers now. He found great comfort in the 
tracts I left him ; and before departing from the 
neighborhood, 1 preached in the house where the 
hoary-headed man lay, and soon after he was received 
into the church. Thus the clouds of doubt were 
driven from his mind, and, in the triumph of faith, 
the Captain of salvation brought him into the haven 
of eternal rest. Another man of thirty years has 
professed Christ and joined the church as the result 
of that visit. 



THE PRAYING SAILORS. 

A sliip once sprung a leak in mid-ocean, and there 
seemed no escape for the crew from a watery gi-ave. 
The captain, with deep emotion, gathered his men 
around him, tliiii:y-two in number, and briefly stated 
to them their condition. ««Are you prepared for 
it?" lie asked, feelingly. 

Two men stepped forward. "Captain, we believe 
that we are prepared for death." 

"Then," said he, "pray for me and your ship- 
mates. I acknoAvledge that I am not prepared." 

The two men knelt down with the company, and 
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earnestly prayed God to save thein all for his dear 
Son's sake. There was no jeering, now, at their 
praying shipmates. No one to scoff at their relig- 
ion. Every one felt that there was comfort and 
safety for them only in God. While they were 
thus praying, their signal of distress was seen, and 
a life-boat sent to their rescue. They felt as if God 
had sent an angel to their help, and their thanksgiv- 
ings were as earnest as their prayers fin* assistance 
had been. A daily prayer-meeting was established 
among them, and before the port was reached, every 
one of the thirty-two was hopefully converted. 

It is a blessing beyond every other earthly good 
to be associated in life \vith praying, Christian peo- 
ple. We do not know how many times the Lord 
wards off danofcr and trouble from us on this 
account, nor how many blessings come to us in 
answer to their prayers. Choose such company in 
preference to any other, if you would enjoy the 
blessings God bestows in this life, and be fitted at 
last for such companionship in the life beyond. 



THE SNOW-BOUND \\T[DOW. 

Nearly a century ago there lived a pious man 
named Christian Zirchcl, a mile north-east of Fred- 
erick, Maryland, which was then a straggling village. 
By his industry Zirchel had supported his family in 
what was then considered a moderate competence. 
He had his patch of cleared ground and a plain, rude 
house. In the spring of the year he was taken 
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seriously ill, and after a few weeks of suffering, died, 
leaving a wife, and four ehildren under twelve years 
of age. The poor widow, with her orphan children, 
managed by thrift and economy to procure the 
needed comforts of life during the sunmier, autumn, 
and early part of the winter. The country was 
sparsely settled ; her nearest neighbor lived a mile 
away. Fuel was easily procured, for heavy forests 
were all around, and timber was of little value. 

As the winter gradually wore on, her stock of 
provisions grew less and less, filling her mind with 
much anxiety. In the month of March, when her 
food was about exhausted, there came a heavy fall of 
snow, covering over and obliterating the few roads 
in the neighborhood. The snow also drifted heavily 
against her cabin, which- had only one door. Against 
this door the snow settled so compactly, to the depth 
of five feet, that the family Avere unable to make 
their way out; they were prisoners. 

The widow began to realize their situation ; with- 
out more than sufficient provisions for one day, and 
shut in from all human help, Avhat would become of 
them ? There seemed no earthly probability that any 
traveler would come into such an out-of-the-way place 
through such snow. From the depth and comi)actness 
of the snow it might lie for several weeks. There 
was no hope of human help. The pious woman 
turned her thoughts to God. She told the eldest 
child to repeat the explanation of the first article of 
the Creed, in Luther's catechism: ''I believe that 
God hath created me, and still preserves to me my 
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body and soul ; that he daily provides mo with all the 
necessities of life, guards me from danger, and 
preserves me from evil, wholly induced by paternal 
love and me rev." 

The mother then took her (ierman hymn book 
and sung Gerhardt's hymn : 

" Commit thou all thy griefs 
And ways into his hands." 

Taking her Bible she read from the thirty-seventh 
Psalm: "Trust in the Lord and do good ; so shalt 
thou dwell in the land, and verily thou shalt be fed." 
"Commit thy way unto the Lord; trust also in him, 
and he shall bring it to pass." She then offered a 
fervent prayer that her heavenly Father would, 
according to his promise, protect and feed her help- 
less household. 

. The day passed, but no signs of help. The second 
day the prayers of the good woman became more 
fervent. A mere morsel had been left for a scanty 
breakfast, and now the children were crying for din- 
ner. The prayers of the mother were earnest, and 
uttered aloud, that her Father in heaven would send 
some messenger with food to sfitisfy the hunger of 
her children. These prayers Avere at length inter- 
rupted by a pounding on the top of the door. In 
response to her inquiry a voice said, '' Open the 
door." This was done with difficulty ; but, partially 
open, she saw a man standing on the drift, holding 
in his hand the bridle rein of his horse. She said : 
*'You are a stranger, but you are a messenger from 
God to preserve these children from starvation." 
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The man said: **I paused for some time bef 
knocking at your door. I overheard parts of yc 
prayer ; I learned its general import. lamadrov 
from Washington county. I sold a drove of catt, 
in Baltimore, and am on my way home. The road 
through the woods are so drifted that I lost my way. 
I saw the smoke from your chimney, and came here 
to ask what direction I am to take for your village. 
But first of all, as you seem to be in distress, what 
can I do for you ?" 

She informed him that for several days her chil- 
dren had been on short allowance, and had merely a 
crumb to-day ; the last morsel was gone. It was 
impossible for her or her little ones to make their 
way through the snow to the nearest house, a mile off. 

The stranger said he had passed a mill, probably 
a mile or two back ; l)y following the track his horse 
had made he could reach it. He would brinsr her 
half a bag of flour. 

When he returned, by the assistance of his horse 
treading down the snow, he contrived to open a path 
from the door. He also aided in getting additional 
fuel from the woods, then gave her about five dollars 
in money and said: "So late in the season, this 
heavy snow cannot last long. Your meal Avill keep 
you in bread for several weeks ; by that time you 
can buy with this money more provisions." 

The benevolent man then took his leave, riding 
throuirh the unbroken snow in the direction of the 
village, where he found comfortable quarters for the 
night in the village inn. 



V 
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The next day the sun shone with great warmth, 
and the snow melted rapidly. The widow Zirchel 
lived for many years, and never afterward knew 
what famine and want were. No skeptical caviling 
could ever make her doubt that the hand of the 
Aknighty had interposed to save her and her chihlren 
from starvation. Forever afterward she was a firm 
believer in the efficacy of prayer. 



THE WIDOW'S SHOES. 

A poor woman, — a widow with an invalid son, — a 
member of the church, could not attend church, or 
the neighborhood prayer-meetings, for the want of 
shoes. She asked the Lord for the shoes. That 
very day the village school-master called in to see 
ier son. Meanwhile he noticed that the boy's 
nother had very poor shoes. He said nothing, l)ut 
elt impressed, and inwardly resolved to purchase 
he poor woman a pair of shoes forthwith. He 
ccordingly hired a horse, rode two miles on horse- 
ack to a shoe-store, bought the shoes, and requested 
[lem sent to the widow's cottage without delay, 
^'hey proved a perfect fit ; and that very night the 
verjoyed woman humed to the prayer-meeting to 
nnounce that in answer to prayer the Lord had sent 
er the shoes. 

The young school-master, who, I suspect, was 
ly informant himself, now a venerable, white-haired 
lan, heard the poor woman's testimony ; and his 
illow that night was wet with tears of gratitude 
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and joy becatise God had used him thus to bless the 
poor widow, and to answer her prayers. 

I do not know thiit the foregoing needs any com- 
ment. The simple narrative itself conveys its own 
moral : that it is more blessed to ffive than to 
receive ; that God uses means to answer the prayers 
of his saints ; and that no matter which concerns us, 
is too trivial or too insignificant to pray about. 



A PRAYER FOR FIFTY DOLLARS. 

The winter of 1872 I spent in missionary work, 
carrying the glad tidings of the kingdom of God 
into new fields in the "regions beyond." With my 
devoted wife I labored ardently for the salvation of 
men "from the wrath to come." We were full of 
comfort to be thus engaged, though without pledge 
from man for support, or promised salary for 
preaching. 

In spite of our rigid economy, I had contracted 
some debts for the necessaries of life. I have since 
learned to go without what the Lord does not pro- 
vide the means to pay for at once. I needed the 
money to pay those debts, and felt impressed to 
pray for fifty dollars. I said to my wife : 

"I am going to pray for fifty dollars." 

"Well," said she, "I Avill join you;" and we 
bowed before God and told him our needs, and 
unitedly asked him for the fifty dollars ; so that we 
might not bring ourselves or the truth we preached, 
into reproach by being unable to pay om* debts. 
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Wq were agreed in asking ; and thus in claiming the 
promise, "If two of you shall agree on earth as touch- 
■ iug auy thing that they shall ask, it shall bo done for 
them of my Father which is in heaven" (Matt, xviii. 
19). We had the assurance that the money would 
come ; but from whence we did not know, nor care, 
for we knew the silver and gold are the Lord's, 
as well as the ''cattle upon a thousand hills ;" and he 
could easily cause some one to give or send us the 
money. 

^Xe felt full of peace ; for we knew it was for God's 
glory to answer that prayer. No one outside of the 
family knew we were praying for money. We did 
not go around among our friends and tell them 
we were praying for fifty dollars, in hopes that 
they would take it upon themselves to answer 
the prayer. We told none but the God whom we 
serve. 

Some little time passed, and no money came ; but 
we did not lose our faith or assurance. One morning 
at family prayer I was led out to pray that we might 
•Joe the Lord's working in our behalf that day, and I 
irose from my knees with perfect confidence that 
)iir hearts would be made to rejoice in God that 

lay. 
When I came in to my dinner I asked my Avife if 

my one had brought our mail from the post-office. 

5he said ; 
'*Yes, there are some papers on your table." 
''Whtit;J" said I with surprise, ''no letters?" I 

iaw a peculiar expression on her countenance, and 
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I asked no more questions, but sat doAvnto the dinner 
tal)lo and turned over my plate, and there saw a letter 
she had put beneath it ; and as soon as I saw the hand- 
writing I felt, <'There is money in this ;" though of all 
sources this was from the one least expected. I 
opened the letter and there was a draft for fifty dol- 
lars, a gift to aid in preaching the gospel. If I ever 
recognized the hand of God in any thing, I did in 
this ; and if there was ever a time of devout thanks- 
giving to God and humbling of self before him, in my 
house, it was that day. Since then it has been easier 
to ^rws^ in him than before. He has said, ''I will 
never leave thee nor forsake thee." He has also sjdd, 
through his apostle, **Be careful for nothing; but 
in every thing by prayer and supplication, with 
thanksgiving, let your requests be made known uni/) , 
God. And the peace of God^ w^hich passeth all under- 
standing, shall keep your hearts and minds through 
Christ Jesus." Phil. iv. 6, 7. We understand 
something of this ^eace. Believe, obey, and trust. 



A WONDERFUL PRAYER. 

In the providence of God it was my privilege to 
participate in the school and mission labor among the 
freedmen of the South, w^hen the bloody work of the 
civil war had ceased. Among the many striking 
characteristics of that singularly interesting people 
who had just emerged from a long and terrible bond- 
age, I was especially impressed by the -simplicity, 
primitiveness, and power of their faith in God, which 
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Was indescribably inspiring. I often felt relmked 
by their childish, positive confidence that their prayers 
would be answered in the largest and most litenil 
sense. 

A single instance may be mentioned. Near the 
close of December, 1865, after spending some months 
at Beaufort, South Carolina, I took my leave of that 
field of labor to return to New England. The day 
before leavin^: I helS a farewell meetino: with the 
colored people, which was very solemn and interest- 
ing, many of the emancipated ones pouring out their 
souls in prayer and praise, with an earnestness and 
pathos that was irresistible. When the meeting had 
concluded, and the farewells had been spoken, an 
old colored preacher approached me and said : 

** White pastor, may I pray for you once more 
before you go?" I gladly assented to his request, 
and falling down on his knees he offered to God such 
a supplication as I have never listened to before nor 
since for directness, force of language, and marvelous 
power. Aware that I was to sail in a day or two for 
New York, he besought God to grant me a safe pas- 
saofe. Whether he had ever been on the seas I do 
not know, but so-vivid and graphic a description of 
the perils of a sea voyage in midwinter, I had never 
heard or read. He concluded his prayer in these 
words ; — 

''Now, Lord, hold de ship in your big fist, and 
ionH let her go to de bottom wid de white pastor on 
board her.'*' 
Two days later, the second of January, 1866, we 
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sailed from Charleston, South Carolina, in the steamer 
Washington Irving. In doubling Cape Hatteras, we 
encountered a fierce winter storm, with sleet and 
snow and extremely high winds. I had been lying 
in my berth suflfering with seasickness until ten 
o'clock in the evening. .1 had for my companion in 
the state-room, an army surgeon, a man some sixty 
years of age. In the hold of tlje ship w^e had a reg- 
iment of soldiers returning to their homes. The 
officers and other gentry were playing cards and 
gambling in the saloon, but at about ten o'clock, as 
the storm increased, the ship's crew became thor- 
oughly alarmed, and this surgeon came striding into 
my state-room in great agitation of mind, wringing 
his hands, and saying, "Sir, we are all going to the 
bottom. Nothing can save us ; I shall never see my 
home again," and lamenting his sad fate. His dis- 
tress aroused me from the stupor of my seasickness, 
and I asked, "What does the captain say?" 

He replied, "The storm is terrible; we shall cer- 
tainly go to pieces. Nothing cian save us." The 
ship was pitching and laboring very heavily. The 
thought came over my mind with startling power, as 
I looked out of the little round window and saw in 
the darkness of the night the waves, mountain high 
and white with foam, breaking directly over us, "Is 
it true that we are going to the bottom? Shall I 
never see my home again?" Just at that moment 
the words of the old bhick preacher's prayer came as 
audibly to my soul and my ears, as when they were 
uttered in the little pole church at Beaufort ; 



EBENEZERS. l27 

'^Nbw^ Lord, hold de sliip in your big Jist, and 
donH let her go to de bottom tvid de white pastor on 
board her.'' 

Those words rang through my soul with a power 
and a distinctness I cannot describe ; and there came 
to me such an assurance of safety as at once abso- 
lutely dispelled all my fears and anxieties. I said 
to the surgeon : 

''Sir, you will go to the boj^tom sometime if you 
do not repent, but we shall not go to the bottom now; 
we shall enter ^ew York,'' 

He stared at me with amazement, when I repeated 
to him, *'We shall not go to the bottom, sir, we 
shall enter safely into the harbor ;" and though the 
storm raged fiercely on, and the alarm was great, I 
had not another fear, but lay calmly and quietly in 
my berth, as if it were all sunshine without. And 
so, safely, we came to harbor, covered with snow 
and ice, on one of the coldest days that had been 
known for many years. 

Just behind us, a few hours later, was another 
steamer sailing about the same time, from the same 
port, which was stranded. The passengers were res- 
cued some two days later from the wreck, nearly 
perished. I believe to this hour that the old black 
preacher's prayer brought us safely round the cape, 
and into Ncav York. I am still of the conviction 
that there were not storms enough possible on the 
coast, or on all the seas of the world, to have sunk 
that ship with that old freedman's prayer undergird- 
iug it. 
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JOHN EASTER'S PRAYER. 

Ill his " Memorials of Methodism in Virginia,'* 
Dr. W. W. Bennet relates the following incidents 
ill the life of John Easter, one of the pioneer minis- 
ters who labored there nearly one hundred years ago. 
He is represented as being the most powerful 
exhortatory preacher of his day. His faith was 
transcendent, his appeals irresistible, his prayers 
like talking to God face to face. Perhaps no man 
has ever l)een more signally honored of God as an 
instrument in the conversion of souls. On one of 
his circuits eighteen hundred members were added 
to the church in a single year. 

Many thrilling scenes under his preaching yet 
linger in the memory of the people in those counties 
where he principally labored. A most extraordinary 
display of his faith was witnessed in Brunswick. At 
Merritt's mccting-house a quarterly meeting was in 
progress, and so vast was the concourse of people 
from many miles around, that the services were 
conducted in a beautiful grove near the church. In 
the midst of the exercises, a heavy cloud arose, and 
swept rapidly towards the place of worship. From 
the skirts of the grove the rain could be seen com- 
ing on across the fields. The people Avere in con- 
sternation; no house could hold one third of the 
multitude, and they were about to scatter in all 
directions. Easter rose in the midst of the confu- 
sion, — "Brethren," cried he at the top of his voice, 
"be still Avhile I call upon God to stay the clouds, 
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till his word can be preached to perishing sinners.'' 
Arrested by his voice and manner, they stood 
between hope and fear. He kneeled down and offered 
a fervent prayer that God would then stiiy the rain, 
that the preaching of his word might go on, and 
afterwards send refreshing showers. While he was 
praying, the angry cloud, as it swiftly rolled up to 
them, was seen to part asunder in the midst, pass on 
either side of them, and close again beyond, leaving a 
space several hundred yards in circumference per- 
fectly dry. The next moniing a copious rain fell 
again, and the fields that had been left dry were well 
watered. 

The following marvelous account is fully authen- 
ticated : — He was holding a meeting in a forest ; it 
was in the midday of his fame and power; hun- 
ireds and hundreds had gathered to hear the won- 
ierful man. In the midst of his sennon, while all 
vere hanging on his lips in breathless silence, sud- 
lenly a rushing sound as of a mighty Avind smote the 
ars of the hearers. All eyes were instantly turned 
pward, but no storm had smitten the forest; not a 
wig, not a leaf stirred ; still the awful sound swept 
ver and around them. Instantly several hundred 
orses broke from their fastenings, and rushed wildly 
1 all directions through the woods ; hundreds of men 
nd women fell flat upon their faces, stricken down 
y the mighty power of God. The cry of convic- 
on that arose was appalling; even the holiest of 
Jhristians trembled in the presence of that myste- 
Lous sound. The work of conversion was as 
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instantaneous as the work of conviction, and many 
were the witnesses for Christ that arose in the midst 
of the awe-stricken multitude. The eflfects of this 
display of divine power were great indeed upon the 
people far and near. The work spread like fire iu 
dry stubble, and hundreds w^ere added to the church. 



A MOTHER'S FAITH. 

In a sketch of the life of Beate Paulus, the wife of 
a German minister who lived on the borders of the 
Black Forest, are several incidents which illustrate 
the power of living faith, and the providence of a 
prayer-hearing God. 

Though destitute of wealth she much desired to 
educate her children, and five of her six boys were 
placed in school, while she struggled, and prayed, 
and toiled, — not only in the house, but out of doors, 
— to provide for their necessities. 

"On one occasion," writes one of her children, 
"shortly before harvest, the fields stood thick with 
grain, and our mother had already calculated that 
their produce would suffice to meet all claims for the 
year. She was standing at the window casting the 
matter over iu her mind, with great satisfaction, when 
her attention was suddenly caught by some heavy, 
black clouds with white borders, drifting at a great 
rate across tlio summer skv. 'It is a hail-storm I' 
slio exclaimed in dismay, and quickly throwing u|) 
the window she leaned out. Her eyes rested upon a 
frightful mass of wild storm-cloud, covering the 
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western horizon, and approaching wilh rapid lurv. 
"'O God !' sho cried, 'there comes an awful tem- 
pest, and what is to ])ecome of my grain?' The 
black masses rolled nearer and nearer, while the 
ominous rushing movement that precedes a storm, 
began to rock the sultry air, and the dreaded hail- 
stones fell with violence. Half l^eside herself with 
anxietv about those fields Ivinor at the easttMii end of 
the valley, she now lifted her hands hts'iven ward, and 
wringing them in ten'or cried : *Dear Father in 
heaven, what art thou doing? Thou knowcst 1 can- 
not manage to pay for my boys at school, without 
the produce of those fields ! Oh ! turn Thy hand, 
and do not let the hail blast my hopes !' Scarcely, 
however, had these words crossed her lips when she 
started, for it seemed to her as if a voice had whis- 
pered in her ear, 'Is my arm shortened that it cannot 
help thee in other ways?' Abashed, she shrunk into 
a quiet corner, and there entreated God to for^^ive 
her want of faith. In the meantime the storm i)asse(l. 
And now various neiirhbors hurried in, nroeiainiinir 
that the whole valley lay thickly covered with hail- 
stones, down to the very edge of the parsonaire lields, 
but the latter had been cpiite si)ared. Tlu^ storm had 
reached their border and then suddenly taken another 
direction into the next vallev. Moreover, that the 
whole village was in amazement, declaring that (iod 
had wrought a miracle for the sake of our mother 
whom ho loved. She listened, silently adoring the 
goodness of the Lord, and vowing that hencc^tbrth 
her confidence should be only in him," 
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At another time she found herself unable to pay 
the oxi)(»ns(»3 of the children's schooling, and the 
repeated demands for money were rendered more 
grit^vons by tlie reproaches of her husband, who 
charged her with attempting impossilnlities, and told 
her that her self-will would involve them in disgrace. 
Slic, however, pi*ofessed her unwavering confidence 
that the Lord would soon interpose for their relief; 
while his answer was: "AVe shall see; time will 
show." 

In the midst of these tiying circumstances, as her 
husband was one day sitting in his study absorkd 
in meditation, the postman ])rought three lettei*sfrom 
dillVrent towns where the 1k)vs were at school, each 
declaring that unless the dues were promptly settled, 
the lads would be dismissed. The father I'cad the 
letters with growing excitement, and spreading them 
out upcm the table before his wife as she entered the 
room, exclaimed : ''There, look at them, and pay our 
debts with vour faith ! I have no monev, n(n* can I 
tell where to go for any." 

"Seizing the papers, she rapidly glanced through 
th(Mn, with a very grave face, but then answered 
lirndy, 'It is all right ; the business shall be settled. 
For He Avho says, The silver and gold is mine, 
will find it an easy thing to provide these sums.' 
Savinir which, she hastilv left the room. 

"Our father readily sui)posed she intended making 
her way to a certain rich friend who had helped us 
before. He was mistaken, for this time her steps 
turned in a diflerent direction. We had in the 
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parsonage an upper loft, shut off by a trap-door from 
the lower one, and over this door it was tliat she now 
kuelt down and began to deal with Ilini in whose 
streugtli she had undertaken the woi-k of her chil- 
dren's education. She spread befon* him those 
letters from the study tal)le, and told him of her hus- 
band's half-scoffing taunt. She also reminded him 
how her life had been redeemed from the verv *rJites 
of death, for the children's sake, and then declared 
that she could not believe that he meant to forsake 
her at this juncture ; she was willing to be the second 
whom he might forsake, but she was detennined 
not to l)e i\iQ first, 

**In the meanwhile, her husband waited down stairs, 

and night came on, but she did not appear. Supper 

was ready, and yet she stayed in the loft. Then the 

eldest girl, her namesake Beate, ran up to call her; 

but the answer was : 'Take your supper without me, 

it is not time for me to eat.' Late in the evening 

the little messenger was again despatched, but 

returned with the reply: 'Go to bed; the time has 

not come for me to rest.' A third time, at breakfast 

next morning, the girl called her mother. * Leave 

me alone,' she said ; 'I do not need breakfast ; when 

[am ready I shall come.' Thus the hours sped on, 

uid down stairs her husband and the children be«ran 

;o feel frightened, not daring, however, to disturb 

ler any more. At last the door opened, and she 

jntered, her face beaming with a wonderful light. 

The little daughter thou<2:ht that somethinir extraordi- 

lary must have happened ; and running to her mother 
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Avith open arms, asked eagerly: 'What is it? Did 
an angel from heaven bring the money ?' 'No, my 
child,' was the smihng answer, 'but now I am sure 
that it will come/ She had hardly spoken, when a 
maid in peasant costume entered, saying : 'The mas- 
ter of Jjindcn inn sends to ask whether the Fraii 
Pastorin can spare time to see him.' 'Ah ! I know 
Avhat he wants,' answered our mother. 'My best 
regards, and I will come at once.' Whereupon she 
started, and mine host, looking out of his window, 
saw her from afar, and came forward to welcome her 
with the words: 'O Madame, how glad I am you 
have come !' Then leading her into his back parlor, 
he said : 'I cannot tell how it is, but the whole of this 
last night I could not sleep for thinking of you. For 
some time I have had several hundred gulden lying 
in that chest, and all night long I w^as haunted by 
the thought that you needed this money, and that I 
ought to give it to you. If that be the case, there it 
is — take it ; and do not trouble about repaying me. 
Should you be able to make it up again, well and 
good ; if not, never mind.' On this my mother said : 
'Yes, I do most certainly need it, my kind friend; 
for all last night I, too, was aw^ake, crying to God for 
hell). Yesterday there came three letters, telling us 
that all our boys would be dismissed unless the money 
for their board is cleared at once.' 

" 'Is it really so?' exclaimed the innkeeper, who 
was a noble-hearted and spiritual Christian man. 
'How strange and wonderful ! Now I am doubly 
glad I asked you to come.' Then opening the chest, 
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he produced three weighty packets, and handed them 
to her with a prayer that God'3 blessing might rest 
upon the gift. She accepted it with the simple 
words: 'May God make good to you this service of 
Christian sympathy ; for jou have acted as the stew- 
ard of One who has promised not even to leave the 
giving of a cup of cold water inn-ewarded.' 

**Husband and children were eagerly awaiting her 
at home, and tliose three dismal letters still lay open 
on the tiible, when the mother, who had quitted that 
study in such deep emotion the day l>efore, stepped 
up to her husband radiant with joy. On each letter 
she laid a roll of money, and then cried: 'Look, 
there it is ! And now believe that faith in God is 
no empty madness.' " 



RESCUED FROM A WRECK. 

In a communication to the New Bedford Standard^ 
Xov. 24, 1877, C. J. K. Jones relates an account of 
a rescue at sea as follows : — 

''The story was told me in the study of my first 
parish at Orient, L. I., on Sunday, July 6, 1873, 
\)y Captiiin Robert Brown, who now lives in Brook- 
lyn. Capt. B said that ho was, at the time of the 

jccuiTence of the followinof incident, master of a bark 
)ound from New York to Charleston. He left in 
;he afternoon, on the day of his sailing from New 
3fork. In going out from Sandy Hook, he had a 
'resh breeze, and stood on the starboard tack until 
J A. M. next day, when he tacked ship and stood in 
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shore. After seeing that everything was made snug 
on deck, he went below for his customary morning 
devotions. He opened his Bible and read the first 
verso of the tifty-tirst Psalm. Before he could read^ 
the second verse his Bible flew shut, and something 
told him to go on deck at once! lie jumped on deck 
and inquired of the mate if everything was going all 
right ; who responded that it was. Then an impulse 
moved him to look to the windward, which he did by 
mounting the rail by the mizzen rigging. Far off, 
down at the very verge of the horizon, he thought he 
saw an object which did not take shape quite like the 
curl i no* crest of a wave. Callinor the mate's attention 
to it, who had not noticed it before, with their glasses 
they made it out to be some piece of a wreck. 

"The ship was tacked as quickly as possible, and 
stood down towards the object. It finally proved to 
be the boat and crew of the brig Pandora, of New 
London, which had been sunk in a collision with an 
unknown schooner the night before. After the res- 
cue was effected, an old sailor, who was saved, came 

aft and said to Capt. B , that in the morning when 

they first made him, they felt sure from the course 
of the vessel that they should be saved ; but when he 
tacked ship and stood toward the land, then they knew 
that he had not seen them. They instantly prayed 
that he might see them quickly, or they were lost. 
Their provisions were out ; they had but little water, 
and the wind was freshening, with a heavy sea going. 
Hardly had they i:)rayed when they saw the bark go 
about and stand down to them. By comparing time 
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it was ascertained that their pniyer was offered about 

llie time that Capt. B went Ijelow to his morning 

\voi*ship. It is certain that if Capt. J3^ had not 

sighted them as he did, they wouUl have lK»en h»>l. 
Capt. B was afterward feted in New London.*' 



A DEFINITE PEOMISE. 

At a missionary meeting, Miss Haswell, the Bunnan 
missionary, told how she came to enter the gospel 
work. It was not because her father was a mis.sion- 
«in ; for the remembrance of the loneliness and depri- 
vatior.s she had experienced in childhood in Burmah, 
caused an aversion to that life. After her school 
education in America, she returned to her home in 
ilaulmain, rather to be with and assist her mother, 
than to become a missionary. At the time of her 
return, cholera was raging. One of the native 
preachers died, and his daughter was very sick. She 
was abandoned by the native women, and Miss Has- 
well herself went to take care of her. 
"Do you think I shall die?" asked the sick girl. 
*'I hope not," replied Miss Haswell ; "but if that 
should be the will of God, are you afraid to die?" 
"Oh, yes, I am afraid ; it is all dark." 
The responsibility of her position forced itself upon 
ler, and she sought to direct the thoughts of the girl 
;o the assurances of God's word. 

"If I should make you iipy^omUe, a definite^rom- 
Ise^ w^ould you not believe it?" said Miss Haswell. 
"Yes, indeed, I would." 
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"The great God, the true God, has made a definite 
promisey that he will forgive our sins, for the sake of 
his Son who died for us. Will you not believe Am?" 

The i)()or girl at once believed, and quiet came 
into her soul, which deepened during the talks they 
had together. And when, the next day, the young 
girl died in her arms, peacefully trusting in Jesus, 
through her instructions, she knew the joys of the 
missionary's life, and found them sweeter and gi*eater 
than its trials. From that time she devoted herself 
to the work of God in the mission-field. 

This idea of resting upon a definite promise of 
God, is the true idea of faith. Faith is not a dreamy, 
indefinite ecstasy ; it is believing what God has said 
"Faith Cometh by hearing, and hearing by the word 
of God." 

When Miss Haswell started her mission-school, 
she had mtiny discouragements. At one time, before 
she received any regular support, when her food and 
money for herself and the ten girls she was trying 
to educate, were entirely gone, she called the girls 
together in the morning, told them the facts, 
reminded them that our heavenly Father hears and 
ansAvers prayer, and resting on a definite promise^ 
they there i)rayed together for daily bread, as only 
they can pray who are in actual want. In the 
afternoon a Burmese woman came, bringing fifty 
rupees — twenty-five dollars — as a gift. Her hus- 
band, who was a Christian, had died some time 
before, leaving directions that if a certain debt were 
ever paid the amount should be given to the teacher. 



EB£N£Z£ttS. li^9 

Miss Haswell called the ehildren together, suul after 
repeating the story, they gave thanks to Him who 
was ever afterward, to those Burmese girls, the true 
hearer and answerer of prayer. 

Let us learn the blessedness of resting upon the 
(ietinite promises of God. They are many, and 
great, and precious, and they cover all our needs. 
Let us eml:)race them with all our hearts, and l)0 
followers of those who through faith and patience 
inherit the promises. 

" Oh for a faith that wiU not shrink, 
Though pressed by many a foe ! 
That will not tremble on the brink 
Of any earthly woe ! 

" A faith that shines more bright and clear, 
When tempests rage without ; 
That, when in danger, knows no fear, 
In darkness, feels no doubt." 



'' SOMEBODY IS HUNGRY." 

*'I must tell you an experience I had," said Mrs. 

E , '*mine own and my father's friend" of 

many years, as I sat by her fireside on Saturday 
nrght, March 17, 1877, in one of the large villages 
of western Massachusetts. I was interested to hear 
the narration, which was substantially as follows : 

"One morning, about the month of October, 
1876, my husband sent up some fowls for dinner, 
and I was giving my girl directions how to prepare 
them, and thinking what a good dinner we would 
have, when all at once the impression came over my 
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mind, ' Somebody is hungry.' I dismissed the s 
jecl without much consideration ; but it returi; 
a<>:Jiin «**»*<! ngain, 'Somelmdy is hungry.' Too nni 
occupied with my own household affairs, I mental 
said, *Wcll, if they are hungry, I can't attend 1 
them. I have so much to do to-day, that I can't b 
])othered with them.' 

"But the impression came still stronger and 
stronger ; I was unal)le to busy myself about niV 
work; and at Umgth, between eleven and twelve 
o'clock, I sunk powerU^ss in my chair, and said to 
my hired girl, 'Somebody is hungry.' 'What makes 
you think so?' she asked. 'I have felt so for an 
hour,' I answered ; and the tears gushed from my 
eyes, and came trickling down my cheeks. 

"At length dinner was ready, and as I took my 
seat with my husband and some friends, the impres- 
sion came with renewed force, and I said : 'While 
we are going to eat these chickens, somebody is 
hungry.' 

" 'AVhy, how you talk ! ' said my husband, as he 
looked up, and saw liiy joale face, and the tears 
running down my cheeks. 'Who is it that is 
hungry ? ' 

'* 'I don't know who it is, but somebody is hun- 
gry.' 

" 'If I knew who it was,' said he, 'I Avould give 

them all there is on the table.' 

"Mentally I asked of the Lord that I might know 
the name of the person in need, and in a moment I 
"was answered, and said : 'The name is given me; 
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it is Mr. F 's,' mentioning the name of a youn*^ 

Englishman in comfortable circumstances, and whose 
wife had often called when driving, for m<? to go 
and ride with her. He was now out of employment, 
Imtwehad no thou^rht that the v could l)e in want. 
% husband was astonished. They could not l)e in 
need; it would be an insult to go to them and offer 
assistance ; but I said : 'I must go and see them ; I 
must have a team, if it takes every hoi-se we have ; 
they are hungry.' 

'* 'I guess it is so, J ,' said my husband ; 

•}ou shall have a horse inunediately ; I never knew 
}ou mistaken about such a thing.' Hastily finishing 
his meal, he started for his place of business, and 
ordered the hired man to come with a wagon, and 

take me down to Mr. F 's. As our horses had 

been traveling, the man got his own team, and came 
into the house. I got ready a quantity of meat, 
pies, and needful provisions, and started. I saw 
some cloth as I was going out, and thought I would 
take it, and then concluded I would leave it till the 
next time ; but, as I was passing out, I felt inclined 
to turn back and get some bread; and as thc2*e was 
considerable in the house, I took an entire loaf. We 
started on our way. The driver was an uncon- 
verted man, but he had learned somethin^jf of mv 

errand, and inquired why I thought that ]\Ir. F 's 

people were in need. I could give him no answer, 
only, that he might understand about it hereafter. 

"We hurried to the place, and found the house 
empty and the door locked. I felt perplexed, and 
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know not what it meant, but, turaing to the window 
and finding it unfostened, I raised it, and saw a 
ta])lo standing under it, on which I deposited the 
provisions I had brought. After having put all the 
articles in at the window, as I was turning to go 

away, I met Mrs. F at the gate. She had seen 

what I w^as doing, and flung her arms about my 
neck, and said, 'God sent you !' 

*'My heart was too full for utterance, and I said: 
'I can't talk now ; neither can you ; let me go.' 
Just then her husband came up, and said to me: 
'Is God in this?' I answered, 'Yes ;' and left them, 
for my tears were yet flowing. I returned home, 
feeling that my errand was done, and that all bur- 
den Avas gone from my mind. 

"A few days after, Mrs. F came and talked 

the matter over. Her husband had been long out of 
work. All their store of provision was gone, and 
for three days they had nothing but coni meal 
and water in the house. That morning, they had 
nothing else on which to feed their children before 
thoy went to school ; and after breakfast, they 
bowed, and prayed that God would give them day 
by day, daily bread for themselves and for their 
children. The husband took his gun and w^ent do>vn 
by the river side, partly to ease his mind of the dis- 
tress and anxiety which he felt, and thinking per- 
haps he might be able to obtain some game ; and the 
wife, bendinii: over her broom as she swept her 
floor, and feelinu: the Ix)rd was wvAx to hear her 
prnyers, bc^g ;(m1 \\v\\ lie would 'send it quick. ^ She 
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told him that she was faint and hungry, and needed 
bread, and prayed : *0 God, send it quick, and if 
it is thy will, send me some white bread.' 

"She also prayed the Lord to grant her husband 
a pair of shirts, as his clothes were getting badly 
worn, and she prayed further that God would send 
her work that day. 

"It was about ten or eleven o'clock that she 
offered her prayer, and felt assured that the Lord 
would grant her request. Not long after, their 
landlord came to her, and asked her to go and do 
some washing or cleaning; and, though faint and 
hungry, she went, glad of an opportunity to do 
something towards paying their rent. She had fin- 
ished this work, and was returning, when, to her 
surprise, she saw our market-wagon standing at her 
door; and, wondering why it was there, she hurried 
forward, and found that the Lord had answered her 
prayer. I had hoped to do my ermnd and get away 
unnoticed, but she came just in season to meet nic, 
and presently her husband also came. The next 
day after I was there, a half-barrel of flour was left 

at their door. And though ilr. F 's folks suj)- 

posed that I had sent it, I told them I knew nothing 
of it ; thouijh whether the man who drove the wui^on 
could say as much, is more than I can tell. Other 
friends were made acquainted with the straitened 
circumstances of the family, and their pressing wants 
were relieved ; and they are rejoicing in the Lord, 
and trusting in him who is ready to provide, who 
hears prayer, and who is mighty to save." 



4 
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This, in substance, was the story of my friend, 
which touched the hearts of not a few w^ho heard it; 
and the next day after it was told nie, having oppor- 
tunity, I conversed with Mr. and Mrs. F , who 

were so wonderfully I'clieved, and found the state- 
ment fully and accurately conlu'nied. No human 
bein<r had the slightest knowledo^e of their distressed 
condition; bat the Lord, who heareth prayer, was 
acquainted with all their wants, and prcjved himself 
a very present help in trouble and distress. 



WERE THEY ANSWERED? 

Not long ago, says a writer in The Watchman^ an 
ensfineer brought his train to a stand at a little Mas- 
sachusetts village where the passengers have five 
minutes for lunch. A lady came along the platform 
and said: "The conductor tells me the train at the 

junction in P , leaves fifteen miiuites before our 

arrival. It is Saturday night, that is the last train. 
I have a very sick child in the car, and no money for a 
hotel, and none for a private conveyance for the long, 
long journey into the country. What shall I do?" 

''Well," said the engineer, "I wish I could tell 
3'ou." 

"Would it be possible for you to hurry a little?" 
said the anxious 5 tearful mother. 

"No, madam, 1 have the time-table, and the rules 
say I must run by it." 

She turned sorrowfully away, leaving the brouzed 
face of the en^i^ineer w^et with tears. Presently 
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she returned and said, «*Are you a Christian?" 
"I trust I am," was the reply. 
"Will you pray with me that the Lord may in 
some way delay the train at the junction?'' 

"Why, yes, I will pray with you, but I have not 
much faith." 

Just then the conductor cried, "All aboard.'' The 
poor woman hurried back to her deformed and sick 
child, and away went the train climbing the grade. 

"Somehow," says the engineer, **every thing 
worked to a charm. As I prayed^ I couldn't help 
letting my engine out just a little. We hardly stopped 
at the first station, people got on and off with won- 
derful alacrity, the conductor's lantern was in air in 
a half-minute, and then away again. Once over the 
summit it was dreadfully easy to give her a little 
more, and then a little more, as I prayed, till she 
seemed to shoot through the air like an arrow. 
Somehow I couldn't hold her, knowing I had the 
road, and so we dashed up to the junction six 
minutes ahead of time." 

There stood the train, and the conductor with his 
lantern on his arm. "Well," said he, "will you tell 
me what I am waiting here for ? Somehow I felt I 
must wait your coming to-night, but I don't know 
why." 

"I guess," said the brother conductor, "it is for 
this woman, with her sick and deformed child, dread- 
fully anxious to get home this Saturday night." But 
the man on the engine and the grateful mother think 
they can tell why the train waited. 



/ 
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Men can raise objections, and ask questions, and 
make out of this anything but divine help, manifesting 
itself in a natural way ; but to the believer in God's 
word, it is a manifestation of that power promised 
every sincere believer. And how far off from these 
promises and this divine teaching concerning prayer, 
lives the average disciple ! Indeed, he who has now 
the name Israel, will say that his experience in 
prayer and his proving its efficacy, is like drawing a 
few dollars from a bank now and then, when the 
deposit is a million. Does the Bible treat the queii- 
tion in a metaphorical way ? or is Christian faith too 
weak to find the meaning underlying these appar- 
ently far-reaching promises? If there be a God,, 
such as is revealed in nature, then prayer is the only 
reasonable thing for man ; and the promises only 
faintly describe the possibilities in prayer. 



A NARROW ESCAPE. 

A few days ago, there was a severe thunder- 
storm, Avhich seemed to gather very heavily in the 
direction where my son lived ; and I had a feeling 
that I must go and pray that he might be protected, 
and not be killed bv the Iii2:htnin2^. 

The impression seemed to say : "There is no 
time to be lost." I obeyed, and went and knelt 
down, and prayed that the Lord would spare his 
life. I believe he heard my prayer. My son called 
on me afterwards, and, speaking of the shower, 
said : 
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"The lightning came downwards, and struck the 
very hoe in my hands, and benumbed me." Said I, 
''Perhaps you would have been killed, if some one 
had not been praying for you." 

Since then, he has been converted, and I trust 
that he will be saved in God's everlastinor kiuirdom. 

T 1 O O 

Ihave felt it my duty to state this fact, as a proof 
of the providence of a prayer-hearing God. 



THE STOLEN SLEIGH. 

The widow of a trusting disciple sends us the 
following instance illustrating God's faithfuhiess in 
hearing and answering prayer ; — 

About the year 1829, my husband, who died in 

January, 1854, lent his sleigh and harness to a man 

calling himself John Cotton, to go some twenty 

miles and be gone three days. Cotton was quite a 

stranger among us, having been in our place but six 

weeks. During that time he had boarded with my 

husband's brother, working for him a part of the 

time, and the rest of the time selling wooden clocks, 

of which he had bought a number. Three days 

passed but he did not return. The fourth went by 

and we began to think he had absconded. On inquiry, 

Mr. P found that the clocks had been purchased 

on credit, and all sold for watches or money; that 
Cotton owed sixty dollars towards his horse, and 
had borrowed of the brother with whom he boarded, 
horse-blanket, whip, and mittens. Now it seemed 
certain that he was a rogue, but what could be 
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done ? Pursuit was useless after such a lapse of time. 

My husband felt his loss severely, for we had 
little property then, and what we had was the product 
of hard la])or. But he was a Christian, and I believe 
always made his Imsiness a subject of prayer. 

About three weeks passed away. One evening, 
having been out longer than usual, he came in, and 
with his characteristic ciilmness, said: 

"I shall not worry any more about my sleigh and 
harness, I think I shall get them again." 

"AVhy do you think so ? " said I. His answer-was : 

"I have been praying to God to arrest Cotton's 
conscience, so that he will be obliged to leave them 
icltere I can get them^ and I believe he will do it." 

From this time, which was Wednesday evening, 
he seemed at rest on the subject. The next Tuesday 
morning as he stepped into the post-office, a letter 
was handed him from Littleton, N. H. It was writ- 
ten by the keeper of a public house, and read thus : 

"Mr. P . Sir: Mr. John Cotton has left your 

sleigh and harness here, and you can have thera by 
calling for them. Yours, etc., J N ." 

He returned home with the letter, and started for 

L ; went there the same day, some forty miles ; 

found sleigh and harness safe, with no incumbrance. 
The landlord informed him that a few nights before, 
at twelve o'clock, a man calling himself John Cotton 
came to his house, calling for horse-baiting and 
supper ; would not stay till morning, but wished to 

leave the sleigh and harness for Mr. S P , of 

Marshfield, Vt. He said he could not write himself; 
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and requested the landlord to write for him, saying 

he took them on a poor debt for Mr. P , in one 

of the towns below ! He started off at two oVlock 
nt night on horseback, with an old pair of saddle- 
bags and a horse-blanket, on a saddle with one 
stirrup and no cinipper, on one of the coldest nights 
of that or any other year. He took the road leading 
through the Notch in the mountains, left nothing for 
any of those whom he owed, and we have never since 
heard from him. 



THE WAITING TRAIN. 

I have often wished to tell some of the dealinofs of 
God with me, but my natural shrinking from public- 
ity has thus far kept me from it. But feeling pressed 
in spirit, I will begin by relating an incident that 
occurred in the latter part of November, 1864, while 
traveling with my aged father and two small girls. 

We started from New Hampshire on Thursday 
morning, expecting to have ample time to get through 
to Indiana before Saturday night: but after we 
crossed the St. Lawrence river, the next day, I think, 
there "was a smash-up on a freight-train, which hin- 
dered our train about two hours. I besran to feel 
anxious, as I knew our limited means would not per- 
mit us to stop long on the way. After the cars had 
started again, I inquired of the conductor what time 
we should get to Toledo, fearing we should not reach 
there in time for the down train. He said it would 
be impossible to gain the time. Soon they chanired 
conductors, and I made a similar inquiry, getting 
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about the same answer. Still I hoped, till we reached 
the Detroit river. Here I found that though they 
had put on all the steam they dared to, they were 
almost an hour ])chind time, so I should have to stay 
over till Sunday night. 

After getting seated in the ears on the other side, 
I ventured to ask the eonductqf if we should get 
to Toledo in time for the down train. He readily 
said, "No, madam, impossible 1 K we put on all 
the steam we dare to, we shall be more than half an 
hour l)ehind time. If we were on some trains we 
might hope they would wait, but on this, never ! He 
is the most exact conductor you ever saw. He was 
never known to wait a second^ say nothing about a 
minute, beyond the time." I then inquired if we 
could not stay at the depot. He said,'<No ; we should 
all freeze to death, for the fire is out till Sunday 



evening." 



A gentleman sitting in front of us said he would 
show us a good hotel near by, as he was acquainted 
there. I thanked him, but sunk back on my seat. 
Covering my eyes with my hand, and raising my 
heart to God, I said, '^0 God, if thou art my Father, 
and I am thy child, put it into the heart of that con- 
ductor to wait till we get there." 

Soon I became calm, and fell asleep, not realizing 
that God would answer my poor prayer ; but when 
we reached Toledo, to the astonishment of us all, 
there stood the conductor, waiting to know the reason 
why he had to wait; when our conductor told him 
there was a lady with her crippled father and two 
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daughters, who were going down on that train. 

Soon as all were out of the car, both conductors 

came to me with their lanterns, and gave their aid in 

helping my father to the other tniin, where they had 

resened seats by keeping the door locked. 

All was hurry and confusion to me, as I had my 

eye on father, fearing he might fall, it Ixjing very 

slippery, when the baggage-master said, '*Your 

checks, madam !' I handed them to him, and rushed 

into the car ; but before I got seated the car started, 

and I had no checks for my baggage. Again my 

heai-t cried out, "O Thou that hearest prayer, take 

care of my baggage I" believing He could do that as 

^ell as make the conductor wait. In a few moments 

the conductor came to me with a face radiant with 

smiles, saying : 

'*Madam, I waited a whole half-hour for you, — a 
thing I never did be/ore since I was a conductor^ 
so much as to wait one minute after my time." 
He said, "I know it w^a. your father that I was 
^vaiting for, because there was nothing else on the 
:rain for which I could have waited." 

I exclaimed in a half suppressed tone, '* Praise the 
Lord !" I could not help it ; it gushed out. Then 
le said : 

''At the very moment all were on board, and I 
vas ready to start, such a feeling came over me as I 
levcr had in my life before. I could not start. 
Something kept saying to me, *You must w^ait, for 
here is something pending on that train you must 
vait for.' I waited, and here you are, all safe." 



152 EBENEZEBS. 

Again my heart said, ''Praise the Lord !" and he 
started to leave me, when I said, "But there is cue 
thing." 

*'What is it?" was his quick reply. 

"I gave the baggage-master my checks, and have 
none in return." 

''What were the numbers?" 

I told him. "I have them," he said, handing 
them to me, "but your baggage will not be there till 
Monday morning. We had no time to put it on, we 
had waited so long." 

This is one of the many reminiscences of my life, 
for which I have to praise God ; and if it should 
strengthen one of the weak, trembling ones who 
hardly know which way to turn, to trust in God more 
fully, I shall be richly paid for writing it out. 



TELL JESUS. 

A Christian woman who labors in the gospel says : 
"I wish to tell you one of the many times that God in 
a special manner has answered prayer. I had been 
sick a long time, unable to labor in any way, and 
my little stock of provision had become exhausted, 
and I had no bread for myself or my children, when 
my eye caught the words, 'Go and tell Jesus.' 

"I immediately repaired to my room, and bowed 
before God, and in a simple, childlike manner, told 
Jesus. 

"I arose feeling a calm peace in my soul, and felt 1 
had only to stand still to see the salvation of om* 
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God. That very afternoon a man who was never 
kno>vn to give to the poor, drove to my door and 
left a sack of flour, and once more I had the means 
to supply the needs of my family. Truly, God is 
good." 



GUIDANCE IN SUPPLICATION. 

There are persons who can apparently pray as 
well at one time as another, and for one thing as 
well as another. Of answers to prayer they know 
little, and of the secret help of the Holy Si)irit, or 
the inward assurance that prayer is accepted before 
the throne, they know still less. There are others 
whose souls, tenderly sensitive to the guidings of 
the Spirit of God, not only know the inward assur- 
ance of the Spirit that helpeth our infirmities, hut 
also know what it is to be forbidden to ask things 
which it is not the will of God to give, or which it 
is impossible for them to receive. Jer. vii. 16; 

XV. 1. 

A lady in Connecticut was accustomed to pray 
daily for her husband, who was an officer in the 
army, imploring protection and blessing on him, 
amid the dangers to which he was exposed. One 
night, she retired to her closet, and otfered her 
jiccustomed requests, but, said she, *'My prayer all 
came back to me again, and I knew that ho was 
dead." Hundreds of miles away, as she aftei-wards 
learned, that husband lay beneath a heap of his slain 
comrades, on the bloody field of Antietam; but it 
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was not her secret sympathy with him, that made 
her conscious of the fact, but her more intimate 
communion with the Holy Ghost, wliich revealed to 
her that on his behalf, prayer could avail no more. 

By such inward intimations, persons have often 
been assured of the safety of absent friends, long 
after others have given them up for dead. Mrs. 

C , a godly w^oman of our acquaintance, in 

Taunton, Mass., had a son who had been long 
absent at sea, and from whom, for ten years, no 
tidings had come. Others thought he was dead, ^ 
but she said: "No, I shall see John again alive." 
So she prayed, and hoped, and waited. 

One morning she felt she must go to Boston, 
She started, old as she was, notwithstanding the 
objections of her incredulous friends, came to the 
city, went to the house of a son who lived there, 
and on the threshold met the wandering John, the 
boy for whom she had prayed and looked so long. 

Mrs. Tyler Thatcher, the widow of a Western 
missionary, writes from California an incident in her 
experience: — *'One Sunday my husband had an 
appointment to preach ten miles distant. Taking 
an early breakfast, he went on his way, leaving me 
alone. Immediately I felt an irresistible impression 
that I must pray for our absent son, Melancthon, a 
young man aged twenty years. Kneeling down by 
the sofa, seeming to be moved by the Spirit to 
yearning supplication in his behalf, forgetting all 
beside, for several hours I was so much absorbed in 
agonizing prayer for him, that I knew not whether I 
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was *'in the body or out of the body." At length a 
calm ensued ; a feeling of assurance that all was 
well with him. When I woke, as it were, I opened 
my eyes, and said to myself, *Can it be possible that 
Melancthon will ever appear again as he used to be? 
No ! he is changed. It must be that he has become 
altogether more spiritual. He is certainly changed !' 
"From this hour, all anxiety on his behalf ceased. 
More than a week elapsed before the apalling news 
reached our ears, that Melancthon, that very day, 
August 16, 1857, was killed by the Indians on the 
Coast range, in California. Four arrows, which he 
had extracted from his breast, were lying by his 
side. All circumstantial evidence indicated, that 
during these peculiar exercises of my mind, he was 
struggling in the agonies of death, and that ho 
expired when the burden of my prayer ceased." 



THE WINDS CONTROLLED. 

In Dr. Adam Clarke's record of his life and early 
ministry, he relates the following instance of the 
power of prevailing prayer : 

John Wesley, with some of his co-workers, had 
been laboring in the Norman Islands, and had 
appointed a day to be at Bristol. Taking passage 
with Dr. Clarke, Dr. Coke, and Joseph Bradford, in 
an English brig which had touched at Guernsey, on 
its voyage from France, '*they left Guernsey with a 
line, fair breeze, and every prospect of making a 
quick passage. In a short time the wind died away, 
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and a contrary wind arose, and blew with great 
force. Mr. Wesley was in the cabin, reading; and 
hearing the bustle on deck, occasioned by putting 
the vessel about, he put his head above deck and 
inquired the cause. Being told that the wind was 
contrary, and they were obliged to tack ship, he 
said : ' * Let us go to prayer. " At his request , Coke , 
Clarke, and Bradford prayed. As they concluded, 
Mr. Wesley broke out into fervent supplication, 
which seemed, says Dr. Clarke, to be more the off- 
spring of strong ^aiVA than mere desire. He said: 
''Almighty and everlasting God, thou hast thy say 
everywhere, and all things serve the purposes of 
thy will ; thou boldest the winds in thy fists, and 
sittest upon the water-floods, and reignest a king 
forever ; — command these winds and these waves, 
that they obey Tiiee, and take us speedily and 
safely to the haven where we would be," etc. The 
power of his petition was felt by all. He rose from 
his knees, made no kind of remark, but took up his 
book and continued his reading. Dr. Clarke went 
on deck, and, to his surprise, found the vessel stand- 
ing on her course, with a steady breeze, which did 
not abate, but carried them at the rate of nine or 
ten miles an hour, imtil they were safely anchored 
at their desired port. Mr. Wesley made no remark 
on the sudden change of the wind, *'so fully," says 
Dr. Clarke, **did he expect to be heard, that he 
took it for granted he teas heard. Such answers to 
prayer he was in the ha1)it of receiving, and there- 
fore to him the occurrence was not strange." 
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He who hath '* gathered the wind in his fists" 
(Prov. XXX. 4), and who rules the raging of the 
sea, bends low to hear his children cry, and deigns 
to hear their prayer. "Oh that men would pniise 
the Lord for his goodness ; and for his wonderful 
works to the children of men I" 



DELIVERANCE FROM SHIPWRECK. 

"A few days after we had left the island," writes 
Mr. Ellis, on his voyage fi*om Madagascar, '*\ve 
experienced a severe gale, and as high a sea as I 
remember ever to have witnessed. Two days after, 
January 21, 1857, I heard the cry, 'A wreck ! a 
wreck ! ' and hastening to the poop, saw on the lar- 
board bow a small flag or signal of blue cloth, distinct 
among the tops of the waves, and a])out two miles 
off. In a few minutes more I discerned a soil; of 
raft with two figures, a white man and a man of 
color, sitting upon it up to the waist in the sea. 
The flag of The England had been hoisted — symbol 
of help and deliverance — to signal to the castaways 
that they were seen, and the ship's course was 
altered. Meanwhile one of the boats was lowered, 
and, manned by five stout, willing hands, was pushed 
off towards the raft. While the oars rattled with 
each stroke, and the light boat seemed to spring 
over the waves, with our tall, stout second oflicer, 
Mr. Peters, standing with the steer oar in the stern, 
every eye on board was stretched toward the same 
point : the sailors leaning over the forecastle and 
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forerigging; the officers and passengers straining 
over the bulwark of the poop ; hidies, with their 
chiklren — all gazing with the most intense hiterest 
as our boat approached the raft. No one moved; 
not a word was uttered ; even breathing seemed 
difficult ; l)ut when the first man, and then the second 
— stiff, benumbed, and swollen with the water — had 
been safely lifted into the boat, the pent-up feeling 
found utterance in the almost simultaneous exclama- 
tion, ^They are saved I ^ which was heard from stem 
to stern along the side of our ship. Some persons 
near me wept, others seemed ready to faiut under 
the emotions of sympathy and joy. Our lx)at was 
soon alongside, and swollen, bruised, and bleeding, 
the men were helped over the ship's side into the 
cabin. 

"Not wishing to add to the pressing crowd, I 
remained on deck. A few minutes afterwards 1 
heard the captain call, 'Mr. Ellis I here is a Sandwich 
Islander; come and speak to him.' I went into the 
cabin, where the two men were sitting on the deck. 
The white man was the captain of a ship which had 
been upset in the violent gale two days before, when 
e.very one on board, twenty-two in number, cxcei)t 
the two just rescued, had perished. The islander, a 
young man, was one of the crew; and having made 
no answer to the questions addressed to him by our 
humane captain, I had been called down. Tlie mnii 
was sitting on the deck, his head bent down, and 
his long, black, and dripping hair hanging over his 
eyes and down his face. Looking at him I said, 
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Aroha^ ehoaino^ aroha — 'salutation, dear friend, 
affection.' The man lifted up his head, swept with 
his hand his long black hair to one side of his fore- 
head, and, looking earnestly at me, like one to whom 
consciousness was but just returning, and startled by 
the sound of his native language, returned the salu- 
tation. In answer to a few inquiries, he told me 
that he was a native of Oahu, the island on which I 
had at one time resided. lie said he was up aloft, 
furling sail, when the ship suddenly went over, and 
all in an instant were plunged into the deep ; he also 
said that there were other islanders on board, but 
they soon sunk. 

The doctor of our ship then gave the men a 
little suitable refreshment, and they were wrapped 
in flannels, and put to bed. Captain Dundas took 
the raft, a very fragile affair, and brought it to 
England, intending to deposit it in the Crystal 
Palace." Let those who look at it after this, identify 
it with a remarkable answer to prayer. "The next 
day," continues Mr. Ellis, "I went down to the 
berth where the Sandwich Islander was lying, and 
found him very much revived. After conversing 
with him about the wreck, and the loss of all his 
shipmates, I said, *God has very mercifully preserved 
you. You must remember his goodness and pray to 
liim.' He said, 'I did pray to him in the night Avhen 
I was in the sea ; I did pray to God in the morning 
when I saw the captain ; I prayed that we might be 
saved. And God sent away death, and sent your 
ship, and we are here.' I *said, 'I am glad you 
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prayed to God. You must be thankful to God, and 
serve him, and love him. You must try to praise 
God in your future life.' I then repeated the first 
two lines of a hymn — among the first ever composed 
in the hinguage of the Sandwich Islands, when I was 
a missionary in that country. The lines are these: 

He Aqua homolele 
Ke Aqua no Kakou, 

* A God of perfection ' (or goodness) * is our God.' 

''The man's countenance brightened as I repeated 
these lines, and as soon as I had ceased he took up 
me strain where I had left oflf, repeatmg the two 
concluding lines and the remaining verses with evi- 
dent satisfaction. I said, 'Where did you learn that 
hynni?' He replied, 'In the school of the mission- 
aries at Oahu.' That was the island on which I had 
resided. I then said, 'I wrote that hymn many 
years ago, when I lived in the Sandwich Islands.' 
He looked at me with still greater astonishment, and 
said, 'Who are you?' I said, 'I am Mika Eliki 
(the native pronunciation of my name), and I was a 
missionary at Oahu, with Mr. Bingham, Mr, Thurs- 
ton, and others.' He seemed surprised and pleased ; 
said he knew the missionaries that were now at the 
islands ; and that his brother was now a native 
teacher at the Sandwich Islands, and his sister a 
Christian. 

"The ship from wiiich these two men were saved 
was the Henry Crappo, from Dartmouth, Massachu- 
setts, a wiialer, full, and homeward bound. Many 
particulars of their peril w^ere afterwards related to 
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US by the captain. While drifting on the nift they 

had been pursned by two sharks. One attempted to 

seize them, but by drawing up their legs from the 

water as well as they were able, and chopping at 

their assailant with a small hatchet found in the 

fraOTient of the boat of which their rjift was con- 

structed, they succeeded in driving him away. They 

had been two davs and two ni*i:hts in the sea, and 

the only refreshment they had had was a small lime 

or lemon which the captain found in his pocket, and 

cutting it in half divided with his companion, and a 

piece of pumpkin from their own ship, which floated 

past on the following day." But from such danger 

as this the Lord was pleased to deliver them in 

answer to the prayer of the poor Sandwich Islander. 



THE POISONED CHILD SAVED. 

A mother of my acquaintance had a child taken 
alarmingly ill. She sent for the physician. The 
child was in convulsions. The doctor ])egan at once 
vigorously to apply the customary remedies — cold 
water to the head, warm applications to the feet, 
chafing of the hands and limbs. All was in vain. 
The body lost nothing of its dreadful rigidity. Death 
seemed close at hand, and absolutely inevitable. At 
length he left the child, and sat down by the win- 
dow, looking out. He seemed to the agonized 
mother to have abandoned her darling. For herself 
she could do nothing but pray. And even her prayer 
was but an inarticulate and unvoiced cry for help. 
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Suddenly the physician started from his seat. *'Send 
and see if there be any jimson weed in the yard," he 
cried. Ilis order was obeyed; the poisonous weed 
was found. The remedies were instantly changed. 
Enough of the seeds of this deadly weed were 
brought away by the medicine to have killed a man. 
The physician subsequently said, he thought that 
in that five minutes every kindred case he had ever 
known in a quarter-century's practice passed before 
his mind. Among them was the one case which 
suggested the real, but before hidden, cause of the 
protracted and di'eadful convulsions. And the child 
was saved. 

Now, is there anything inconsistent or unphilo- 
sophical in the belief that at that critical moment a 
loving God, answering the mother's helpless cry, 
flashed on the mind of the physician the thought 
that saved the child? Is it any objection to that 
faith to say, the age of miracles is past? If the 
mother may call in a second physician, to suggest 
the cause and the cure, may she not call on God? 
What the doctor can do for a fellow-practitioner, 
cannot the Great Physician do? Is the Almighty 
more hampered and hindered than his creatures, in 
his workinof? 

In brief, it is not necessary to believe that God 
sets aside the laws of nature in answer to prayer ; it 
is enough to l)elicve that he may and does use them 
in a vastly higher spheres, with an infinite knowledge 
and power, and with results that run far beyond our 
power to produce, or even fully comprehend. 
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A TRUE SHARK STORY. 

It may not be generally known, says a writer in 
Harper's Weekly^ that in that playful marine a(r()])at, 
the porpoise, the shark possesses an implaeahle 
enemy that will permit no intrusion on its feeding 
grounds. The writer first learned this fact from two 
old and experienced fishermen when out on a fishing 
excursion, one lovely August day, oli* Swan Beach, 
l(ew Jersey. It came out in the course of a story, 
which is here given as it was told in the boat. 

The fishermen were serious and (]uiet men, watch- 
ful and ready ; and I noticed that they not only used 
no profane expressions themselves, but appeared to 
be annoyed and distressed at the occasional strong 
expletives that escaped me under the exasperating 
excitement of losing a fine fish from the hook after 
hauling it to the surface. Somewhat surprised at 
demeanor I had not been accustomed to in ''toilers 
of the sea," I asked them at last if anything w^as the 
matter. They replied, very respectfully, that being 
religious men and members of the Methodist church, 
they felt pained by everything approaching the sin 
of profanity ; and that if I would listen, they would 
tell me the story of' their remarkal)le deliverance 
from death, which resulted in their conversion. It 
was as follows : 

*'Some ten years ago w^e were hard drinkers, 
swearers, wild surfmen and fishermen. We never 
entered a church, and cared neither for God nor 
devil. 
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"On a fine Sunday morning in August, 1867, we 
started at daylight for this Aery reef of rocks. With 
l)lenty of bait, we h)oked for four or five hundred- 
weight of sea-bass, flounders, and ])hickfish. At 
first we pulled them up as fast as our lines touched 
bottom ; then we had not a single bite. Surprised, 
we looked up and around, preparatory to changing 
our ground. To our astonishment the water wsis 
alive with sharks. We commenced pulling up our 
anchor, when a savage fish rushed to the bow of the 
boat and bit the rope in two. Then we hoisted sail, 
but the moment we put the steering oar into the 
water, several sharks began biting it into pieces. So 
we were compelled to take in sail, and drift. AVe 
were in the midst of a school of sharks two miles 
long and half a mile broad. They were of all sizes, 
from six feet l()n<? to twelve or fourteen. Thev 
swarmed around our boat, and dashed it one third 
full of water with their tails. We had to bail, one 
with his hat, and the other with the bait pail. Every 
moment some big fellow would put his nose almost 
on our gunwale, while his yellow tiger eye ghu'od 
ferociously at our pale faces. One shark dashed at 
the l)()at and seized one of the side planks, andalmo.st 
shook us out of our seats. Fortunatelv his teeth 
])r()ke oft*, and away he went with a bleeding jaw. 
In a moment he was torn into })ieces, and devoured. 
Then the school returned to us again. 

"We were in despair, and never expected to see 
shore again. We could not sail, we could not row, 
and w^ere drifting out to sea. Finally, Charley said : 
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*Bill, we are in an awful muss. Let us sec if God 
will help us.' We knelt down, and I prayed for 
help, confessed our sins, and promised anien<lment 
and repentance. We had hardly lini>hed hcforc* we 
saw a great school of porpoises. They IiuiUmI them- 
selves out of water, jumping twenty feet at a bound. 
Soon we were in the midst of them. The sharks 
started out to sea, but the porpoises were too quick 
for them. They bit and tore the shai-ks fearfully. 
Sometimes three porpoises would have hold of one 
shark. Then they jumped out of the water and fell 
heavily on these tigers of the ocean. The fight con- 
tinued for miles, and we' were saved. We rowed 
safely to shore, and became professors of religion ; 
gave up swearing, drinking, and all vices. AVe have 
i-espect for pori)oises, and believe if they were not 
so plentiful, the Xew Jersey shore would swarm with 
sharks, and then good-by to fishing and bathing." 



THOMAS CHALIvLF.Y'S DELIVERAXCES. 

Thomas Chalkley, a well-known minister among 
the Friends, was born in Southwark, England, in 
1G75, and, as he writes, was "descended of honest 
and religious parents, who were very careful of me, 
and l)rought me up in the fear of the Lord ; and 
oftentimes counseled me to sobriety, and reproved 
me for wantcmness ; and that light spirit which is 
incident to youth, they were careful to nip in the 
hud ; so that I have cause to bless God, through 
Christ, on behalf of my parents." 
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A])ont the twentieth joar of his age he was pressed 
and carried on board of a vessel belon^rinor to a man- 
of- war. In his journal he says: "I was put down 
into the hold in the dark, not having an^^thing to lie 
upon but casks ; and what made it worse to me, I was 
among the wicked, debauched men ; and as we were 
shut up in darkness, so was their conversation dark 
and lieUish. In the morning, for w^hich I longed 
more than the watchmen, the lieutenant called us up 
on the deck and examined us, whether we were mW- 
ing to serve the king? He called me to him, and 
asked me if I was willing to serve his majesty. I 
answered, that I was willing to serve him in my 
Inisiness, and according to my conscience, but as for 
fighting, Christ had forbidden it in his excellent ser- 
mon on the mount ; and for that excellent reason I 
could not bear arms, or be instrumental to destroy 
or kill men. Then the lieutenant looked on me and 
on the people, and said, 'Gentlemen, what shall we 
do Avith this fellow? he swears he will not fio:ht.' 
The commander of the vessel made answer, 'Xo,no; 
he will neither swear nor fight,' upon which they 
turned me upon shore. I was thankful that I was 
delivc^rod out of their hands ; and my tender parents 
were g^ad to see me again." 

ILivinof removed to America, and travelinsf much 
lis a minister of the gospel, in 1707, he left Phila- 
delphia on board a sloop bound for Barbadoes, to 
visit Friends in the West Indies, and some parts of 
Europe. In his journal he says : ''After a few days' 
sailing down the Delaware, we put to sea, and in 



EBENEZERS. 1<)7 

ibout a month's time we came in sight of Barhadoos, 
vhen we met with a privateer, which chased and 
lad liked to have tjiken us, ])ut the good providonct^ 
)f God preserved us out of the hands of those ene- 
nies ; forever blessed be his name I In this chase 
:he seamen were uneasy, and l)elched out wicked 
Kiths, and cursed the Quakers, wishing all their 
vessels mi<]:ht be taken bv the enemv, l)ecause thev 
did not carry guns with them ; at which evil conduct 
I wjis grieved, and thus expostulated with them : 
'Do you know the worth of a man's life? guns l>eing 
made on purpose to destroy men's lives. Were this 
ship and cargo mine, so far as I know my heart, I 
do ingenuously declare, I would rather lose it all 
than that one of you should lose his life ;' for I cer- 
tainly knew they were unfit to die." 

After visiting several islands, he left Antigua, on 
board a j^acket bound for Jamaica, and thence for 
England. He says: *<0n our way to Jamaica, we 
saw a small privateer that gave us chase, and it being 
calm, she rowed up to us. The master prepared 
his vessel to fight, hoisting up the mainsail and put- 
tinir out our colors. In the interim some were bold 
:ind some were sorrowful. One came to me and 
isked what I thought of it ; and the Quaker principle 
now. I told him I thought I was as willing to go to 
lieaven as himself; to which he said nothing and 
turned away from me. Another asked mo what I 
would do now. I told him I would pray that they 
miirht be made fit to die. In the midst of their noise 
and hurry, I begged in secret of the Almighty, in 
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the name and for the sake of his dear Son, that he 
would l)e pleased to cause a fresh gale of wind to 
spring up, that we might be delivered from the enemy 
without shedding blood, w^ell knowing that few of 
them were fit to die. While I was thus concerned, 
the Lord answered my desire, for in a few moments 
the wind sjyruiig up^ and we soon left them out of 
^ight, our vessel sailing extraordinarily well, and the 
next day we got to Jamaica." 

After staying ten days in Jamaica, they sailed for 
England and, continues the journal, "We got readily 
through the windward passage ; and several tunes 
after w^e left Jamaica, we were chased by ships, but 
they could not come up with us. One ship of twenty- 
eight guns gave us chase after a great storm, and 
was ahnost up \vith us before we could make sail. 
They being eager for their prey, sent their hands aloft 
to let their reefs out of the top-sails, in order to 
make more speed, and came running toward us, and 
gained much upon us. We feared to make sail hv 
reason of the storm ; and the sea running very high, 
and our masts being in danger, we were sometimes 
in doubt whether we should escape or not ; but while 
we were in this consternation, doAvn came the French 
ship's three topmasts at once, so we escaped and left 
her, and went rejoicing on our way that we were thus 
delivered. This was one of the great and remark- 
able deliverances among many I met with, by the 
good hand and providence of the Lord, my gi-eat and 
good Master, whom I hope to serve all my (\tiys. 

* 'After having been at sea about six weeks, we 
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began to look out for land, and in two or time days 
we sounded, and found <rround at a])out ninclv fath- 
cms; after which we saw two French privateers, who 
gave us chase, and pursued us vigorously ; but sailing 
l)etter than they, we ran them out of sight, and in 
a])out two hours after saw tlie land of Ireland. It 
])eing misty Aveather, with rain and wind, our master 
thought it best to lay by and for])ear sailing, that 
coast ])eing rocky and dangerous, by which means 
the two ships that gave us chjise came up with us, 
and found lis not in sailing order, and were within 
gunshot of us ])efore we were aware of it. AVhat to 
do now we could not tell, and they l)egan to fire at 
us ; but in this emergency and sti-ait, our master 
resolved he would rather run the vessel on shore than 
they should have her, she being richly laden Avith 
indigo, silver, and gold, reckoned to the value of 
fifty thousand dollars. In this strait we must either 
fall into the hands of the French, who were our 
enemies, or run among the rocks ; and we thought it 
best to fall into the hands of the Almighty, and trust 
to his providence; so toward the rocks we Avent, 
which had a terrible aspect. The native Irish seeing 
us, came down in great numbers, and ran on the 
rocks, and called to us, saying that if we came an}' 
nearer we should be dashed in pieces. Our master 
ordered the anchor to be let go, which brought the' 
ship up before she struck ; and with much ado, he 
put his boat out into the sea, and put in all the pas- 
sen«:ers in order to set them on shore, the waves 
running very high, so that it looked as if every wave 
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w(;iild luivo swallowed us up ; and it was a great favor 
of Providence that we got to land in 6afet}^ The 
privateers not daring to come so near the shore, after 
firing at us Avent away, and our master carried the 
ship into the harbor of Kinsalc, in Ireland. Thus, 
through many perils and dangers we were preserved, 
and got safely on the Irish shore, for which, and all 
the other mercies and favors of the Most High, my 
soul and spirit did give God glory and praise. In 
this voyage we were about seven wrecks at sea." 



DELIVERANCES IN EXTREMITIES. 

"In the number of providential interpositions in 
answer to prayer," sa^^s Le Clerc, "may be seen 
what happened on the coast of Holland in the year 
1672. The Dutch expected an attack from their 
enemies by sea, and public prayers were ordered for 
their deliverance. It came to pass, that w^hen their 
enemies waited only for the tide, in order to land, 
the tide was retarded, contrary to its usual course, 
for twelve hours, so their enemies. w^ere obliged to 
defer the attempt to another opportunity; which 
they never found, because a storm arose afterwards, 
and droA'c them from the coast." 

It is well known that many of the good men, who 
were driven from England to America by persecu- 
tion, in the seventeenth century, had to endure great 
privations. In the spring of 1623, they planted 
more corn than ever before ; but by the time they 
had done planting, their food was spent. They 
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daily prayed, *'Give us this duy our daily l)rcad;" 
and, in some way or other, the prayer was always 
auswered. With a shigle l)oat and a net, they 
caught some fish, and, when these failed, they dug 
in the sand for shell-fish. In the month of June, 
their hopes of a hai'vcst were nearly blasted by a 
drought, which withered up their corn, and made 
the grass look like hay. All expected to perish 
u'ith hunger. 

In their distress, the pilgi-ims set apart a day of 
humiliation and pra^^er, and continued their worship 
for eight or nifte hours. God heard their prayers, 
and answered them in a way which excited universal 
admiration. Although the morning of that day was 
clear, and the weather very hot and dry during the 
whole forenoon, yet before night, it began to rain, 
and gentle showers continued to fall for many days, 
so that the ground became thoroughly soaked, and 
the drooping corn revived. 

It is well known that in the year 1686, the Duke 
of Savoy was prevailed on by Louis XIV., to repel 
the Waldensian Christians from their native valleys. 
In 1689, eight or nine hundred of these persons, 
through great difliculties, returned. Dr. Calamy, in 
his ''Life and Times," relates that Dr. Arnauld, 
their minister and leader, told him that when they 
had nearly reached their homes, pursued by a num- 
ber of enemies, they were in great danger of dying 
from want of provisions. Such, however, was the 
kindness of God .to them, that a sudden thaw 
removed, in one night, a mass of snow from the 
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fields, where they discovered a considerable quan- 
tity of Avhcat, standing in the earth, ready for the 
sickle, that had been covered with snow, and which 
now was unexpectedly exposed. On this gi*ain they 
lived, until other sources supplied them with food. 

God's baud stiU guides his trusting saints ; 
God's ear stiU hears their sad complaints ; 
His shadowing wings will us defend, 
His arm uphold us to the end. 
And in his steadfast promise we 
Repose, from care and danger free. 



EAISIXG FUNDS BY PRAYER. 

In the life of Dr. Nathaniel Kendrick, is an 
anecdote which illustrates an almost forgotten 
method of ol)taining funds to carry forwai»d relig- 
ious enterprises. 

In giving sonic account of the early emban-ass- 
ments of the theological seminary at Hamilton, 
New York, now the Madison University, the writer 
says : "The meetings of the Board, particularly in 
the early history of the seminary, often presented 
scenes of deep and moving interest. They were not 
so nuich seasons for the dry discussion of business, 
as of prayer, inasmuch as from their great extrem- 
ity they Avere driven to ask counsel of God, and 
implore deliverance from embarrassment through 
his interposition. At one meeting of the Board, 
which probably occurred in 1826, most of the time 
was spent in prayer and strong crying to God for 
direction. The Board felt the need of a suitable 
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edifice to accommodate the growing school, and 
besides, it was in a great measure destitute of funds 
to «id those whom they received as hcqieticiaries. 
At the meeting now referred to, the onJf/ vote passed ^ 
was one appointing a day of fa.sting and prayer, 
some weeks from that session. It was a dark hour, 
but just the darkness that precedes the cheerful 
light of day, for those prayers were taking effect. 
They disturbed the sleep of Mr. Nicholas Brown, of 
Providence, Rhode Island, and he dreamed nightly 
about Hamilton. And so he came to his pastor. 
Dr. Gano, and said, *They are in trouble at Hamil- 
ton, I think*; for I can't sleep niglits ; my dreams 
about them disturb me. Do you know their condi- 
tion?' Upon being told tliat he was ignorant of 
their exact condition, Mr. Brown said, 'You must 
go and see ;' and upon this Dr. Gano made the 
jouiTiey to Hamilton, at Mr. Brown's expense ; and 
finding out their great distress, and reporting it to 
Mr. Brown, he at once sent them one thousand dol- 
lars, which relieved their per})lexity." 

Thus much for Hamilton. Would to God that 
those who have charge of some of the benevolent 
enterprises of the day, and whose importunate beg- 
gary often turns the gifts of the godly away from the 
causes which they so misrepresent, would adopt this 
plan of solicitation, and having first dealt out their 
own hoarded thousands to carry forward the work 
which they profess to love, would spread their 
actual w ants before the Lord ; and instead of depend- 
ing upon the few small gifts which they may obtain 
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by exciting appeals to excitable people in some pub- 
lic gathering, would trust in Him who can disturb 
the slumbers of monarchs and rich men, and lay on 
their hearts such care for his cause and his work 
that they will find it a relief and a joy to give their 
thousands to promote the work of Grod and supply 
the needs of his people. 



PRAYER WITHOUT SUBMISSION. 

Christians sometimes seem to forget that true 
prayer should always be in submission to the will of 
God. 

Not many years since, an excellent deacon in 
Berkshire county, Mass., was taken sick, and seemed 
near to death. His brethren met for prayer in the 
place where they had so often met with him, and 
prayed for his recovery. The request was repeated 
with such importunity, that some who were present 
felt the persistence was somewhat untimely, as the 
suiferer was infirm with age, and ripe for his change. 
He recovered, but he was so shattered in mind and 
body that his living gave him more pain than his 
death would have done. He lived for some years in 
this condition, a helpless l)urden to his family. 

Another case, even more impressive, occurred in 
a neighboring town. A boy, six years old, was 
taken sick. He was a l)right child, and his parents 
had reason to cherish high hopes for his future. All 
that could be done to save the life of the child, was 
done, but in vain. He died. The body was 



£B£N£Z£BS. 175 

wrapped in raiment for the grave, and laid in a 
darkened room, but not alone. The stricken mother 
remained by the side of the helpless body. All 
night her sobs were heard, and her prayer Avas still 
the same : "Give me back my boy." 

When morning broke on the night of grief, the 
mother was still watching the pale face, when she 
saw a tremor of a muscle, and soon the child was 
again alive, and in his mother's arms. 

We do not know that this was death, but we 
know that the mother's prayer was heard, and that 
her child was restored from the verge of the grave ; 
but, alas ! he was bereft of speech and reason. 

Years have passed. The mother has gone to her 
rest. The boy is in the school for idiots, in Boston. 

When we are afflicted, it is our privilege to i)ray, 
"Let this cup pass from me ;" but we should never 
fail to add, with equar fervor, "Nevertheless, not 
my will, but Thine, be done." 



A WAGON LOAD OF FOOD. 

A young minister and his vrife were sent to their 
first charge in Vermont, about the year 184G. On 
the circuit were few members, and most of these 
were in poor circumstances. After a few months, 
the minister and his wife found themselves ircttinsf 
short of provisions. Finally, their last food had 
been cooked, and where to look for a new supply, 
was a serious question which demanded immediate 
attention. 
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The morning meal was eaten, not without anxious 
feelings ; but this young servant of the Most High 
had hiid his all upon the altar, and his wife also pos- 
sessed much of the spirit of self-sacrifice ; and they 
could not think the Saviour, who had said to those 
he had called and sent out lo preach in his name : 
"Lo, I am with you ahvay," would desert them 
among strangers. After uniting in family prayer, 
he sought a sanctuary in an old barn, and there 
committed their case to God ; — his wife met her 
Saviour in her closet, and poured out her heart 
before him there. 

That morning, a young married farmer, a mile or 
two away, was going, with a number of hands, to 
his mowing-field. But, as he afterwards told the 
minister, he was obliged to stop short. He told his 
hired help to go on, but he must go back — he must 
go and carry provisions to the minister's house. 
He returned to the house, and telling his wife how 
he felt, asked her help in putting up the things he 
must carry. lie harnessed his horse into his wagon, 
and then put up a bushel of potatoes, some meat, 
flour, sugar, butter, etc. He was not a professor 
of religion. The minister's wife told me there was 
a good wagon-load. He drove it to the house, and 
found that his gifts were most thankfully received. 
This account I received from the minister himself, 
— David Patten, who died in Chelsea, Mass., in 
December, 1875, — and subsequently from his wife. 
He commenced his labors in the region where I 
reside. 
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THE PRAYING SOLDIER. 

During the rebellion in Ireland, a private soldier, 
in the army of Lord Cornvvallis, was daily obser>'ed 
to be absent from his quarters, and from the company 
of his fellow-soldiers ; he was therefore suspected of 
withdrawing himself to hold intercourse with the 
rebels ; and on this suspicion, probably increased by 
the malice of his wicked comrades, he was tried by 
court-martial, and condemned to die. 

The marquis, hearing of this case, wished to exam- 
ine the minutes of the trial ; and not being satisfied, 
sent for the man to converse with him. Upon being 
interrogated, the prisoner solemnly disavowed every 
treasonable practice or intention, declared his sincere 
attachment to his sovereign, and his readiness to live 
and die in his service. He affirmed that the real 
cause of his absence was, that he might obtain a place 
of retirement for the purj^ose of private prayer, for 
which his lordship knew that he had no oppoilunity 
among his profane comrades, who had become his 
enemies merely on account of his profession of relig- 
ion. He said he had made this defense on the trial, 
but the officers thought it so improbable, that they 
paid no attention to it. 

The marquis, in order to satisfy himself as to the 
truth of his defense, observed, that if so, ho must 
have acquired some considerable aptness in this exer- 
cise. The poor man replied, that as to the ability he 
had nothing to boast of. The marquis then insisted 
on his kneeling dowu and praying aloud before him ; 



178 EBENEZERS. 

which he did, and poured forth his soul before his 
God with such copiousness, fluency, and ardor, that 
the marquis took him by the hand, and said he was 
satisfied that no man could pray in that manner who 
did not live in the habit of intercourse with his God. 
He then not only revoked the sentence, but received 
him into his peculiar favor, and placed him among 
his personal attendants, in the way to promotion. 



THE WroOW'S PRAYER, 

In the winter of 1855, in the state of Iowa, the 
snow fell early in November to the depth of two 
feet. The storm was such that neither man nor beast 
could move against it. In a log cabin, six miles 
from her nearest relative, lived a widow with five 
children, ranging in age from one to eleven j^ears. 
The supply of food and fuel was but scant when the 
snow began falling; and day after day, the small 
stores melted away, until the fouilh evening, the last 
provisions were cooked for supper, and barely fuel 
enough to last one day more. 

That night, as was her custom, the little ones were 
called around her knee to hear the Scripture lesson 
read l)cf()re commending them to the heavenly Father's 
care. Then bowing in prayer, she pleaded as only 
those in like condition coukl plead, that help from 
God might l)e sent. 

While wrestling with God in praj^er, the Spirit 
took the words of the Psalmist, and impressed them 
on her heart : ''I have been young and now am old, 
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yet have I not seen the righteous forsaken, nor his 
seed begging bread." 

And again, these words came as if spoken audibly : 
"The young lions do lack and suffer hunger, but they 
that seek the Lord shall not want any good thing.'' 
Faith took God at his word, and with an assunince 
that help would come, she praised God who heareth 
prayer, and retired to rest without a care or fear for 
the morrow. 

When again the morning broke, that mother arose, 
kindled her fire, and put on the kettle, as she had 
done on other days, before the food was all gone. 
Just as the sun arose, a man in a sleigh drove up to 
the house, and hastening in, he inquired how they 
were getting along. Her heart at first was too full 
for utterance, but in a shoi-t time he was told some- 
thing of their destitution and of her cry to God for 
help. 

He replied, "Last night about nine o'clock, wife 
and I were both impressed that you were in need. 
Spending almost a sleepless night, I hastened at early 
dawn, to come and inquire about the case." Then, 
returning to his sleigh, he carried into the house 
l)readstuff, meat, and groceries ; so that mother had 
abundance to prepare a breakfast for the little ones 
who had eaten the last bread the niofht l^efore. 

And as if to make the case above mentioned a 
special providence, without a doubt remaining, the 
individual who was thus impressed, and that at the 
very hour that mother teas crying to God, was a 
stranger to the circumstances and siu:roundings of 
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this family. Indeed, he had never been in that house 
before, or ever had showed any interest in the person 
referred to ; but he ever afterward proved a friend 
indeed. 

Now, after years have rolled round, and these 
children are all married and settled in homes of their 
own, that mother's heart is still strengthened to bear 
hardships, and trust in God, by the recollections of 
that hour when faith in God was so tested, and yet 
was so triumphant. 

Let skeptics ridicule the idea of a special provi- 
dence, or lightly si)eak of prayer. One heart vnW 
ever believe God's ear, in mercy, is open to the cry 
of the feeblest of his children, when in distress the 
cry goes up, for help, to him. 

The truth of this account is vouched for by the 
editor of the Christian Standard, it being written 
by the widow to whom it refers. 



PRAYER AND TOBACCO RAISING. 

John Collingsworth was a member of the South 
Carolina conference. He is said to have been in 
some respects a remarkable man — pre-eminently a 
man of prayer. His faith, at times, seemed well 
nigh almighty. There is a story told of him which 
should not be allowed to sink into oblivion. On one 
occasion he was passing through Virginia, and seeing 
so much land given up to tobacco-growing, he became 
greatly stirred in spirit. In a sermon which he 
preached, after denouncing in unmeasured terms the 
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wickedness, he offered an earnest prayer to God, in 
w hich he besought him to convince the people of their 
great error in spending their time, means, and toil in 
the cultivation of so noxious a weed. He pmyed 
the Lord to manifest his disapproval of their course 
by destroying the crops, then in a most flourishing 
state, if nothing else would convince them. During 
that same afternoon a violent hail-storm i)assed 
through that section of the country, blasting the 
prospects of the Virginians for a bountiful crop. 
The fields were litendly torn up, and the tobacco 
utterly destroyed. 

An old, ungodly planter, who had been a great 
sufferer, hearing of the Methodist preacher's prayer, 
resolved to follow and chastise him for the evil done. 
Overtaking him, full of wrath he inquired, "Are 
you, sir, the Methodist preacher who prayed the Lord 
to destroy my crop of tobacco?" The preacher 
replied, "My name is Collingsworth; I preached 
yesterday in the neighborhood, and prayed the Lord 
to show his disapproval of raising tobacco." 

"Well, sir, you are just the man I am after. I 
am ruined for this season, and I have come to take 
my revenge on you, sir I" at the same time bran- 
dishing a frightful-looking wagon-whip, with which 
the whipping was to be done. 

The minister commenced slowly to dismount, coolly 
addressing the planter as he did so ; "AVcll, if I must 
be whipped for it, I suppose I must submit, but take 
care that, before you have done, I do not pray the 
Lord to overtake you with something worse than 
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overtook your crop,'^ That thought had never entered 
the planter's mind. Wishing to get as far away from 
sucli a man's prayers as possible, he put spurs to his 
horse, and galloped off with all possible speed. 
Would that more such prayers might be offered in 
these times for the destruction of the vile weed. 



THE HUSHED TEMPEST. 

The following circumstance is recorded by a min- 
ister of our acquaintance, as a memorial of God's 
care for the poor and needy who trust in him : — 

It was about the year 1853, and near the middle 
of a Canadian winter, we had a succession of snow- 
falls, followed by high winds and severe cold. I 
was getting ready to haul my winter's stock of wood, 
for which I had to go two miles over a road running 
north and south, entirely unprotected from the keen, 
cold west winds that prevail the most of the time in 
that part of Canada during the winter months. 

The procuring of my winter's supply of wood was 
no small task for nie, for I had very little to do with, 
and was unable to endure much fatigue, or bear the 
severe cold. I had, however, succeeded in securing 
the services of an excellent hand to chop, and help 
me load, and had also en<j:a«:ed a horse of one neiirh- 
bor, and a horse and sled of another, and was ready 
on ]\Ionday morning to conunence my job. Monday 
morning the roads were fair, the day promised well, 
and my man was off' at day-break to the woods to 
have a load ready for me. There had been quite a 
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fall of sno\y during the night ; not enough to do any 
harm if it only lay still, but should the wind rise, as 
it had after every snow-fall l^fore, it woukl make it 
dreadful for me. Soon as possible I harnessed my 
team, and started. I had not gone a quarter of a 
mile before it became painfully evident that a repeti- 
tion of our previous "blows" was impending. The 
sky was dark and stormy, the wind rose rapidly, and 
in every direction clouds of the newly-fallen snow 
were beginning to ride on the "wings of the wind," 
pouring over the fences, and filling the road full ! 
My heart sunk within me. What could I do? At 
this rate, by next morning the roads would be 
impassable, and it was so cold 1 Besides, if I failed 
to go on now, it would be verj" diflicult to get my 
bon'owed team together again, and impossi])le to get 
my man again ; and we could as well live without 
bread as without wood in a Canadian winter. 

Every moment the wind increased. In deep dis- 
tress, I looked upon the threatening elements, 
exclaiming over and over, "What shall I do?" I 
felt then that there was but one thing I could do, 
and that was just what poor, sinking Peter did; 
and with feelings, I imagine, something like his, I 
looked up to God, and cried out, "Oh, my God, this 
is more than I am able to bear. Lord, help me ! 
The elements are subject to thc^e ; thou boldest the 
winds in thy fist. If thou wilt speak the word, 
there will be a great calm. Oh, for Jesus' sake, 
and for the sake of my little helpless family, let 
this snow lie still and give me an opportunity of 
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accomplishing this necessary labor comfortably ! " I 
do not think it was above fifteen minutes after I began 
to call upon the Lord before there was a visible 
change. The whid began to subside, the sky grew 
calm, and in less than half an hour all was still, and 
a more pleasant time for wood-hauling than I had 
that day, I never saw nor desire to see. Many 
others besides me enjoyed the benefit of that ''sudden 
change " of weather, but to them it was only a "nice 
spell of weather," a "lucky thing; " while to me it 
was full of sweet and encouraging tokens of the 
"loving-kindness of the Lord." And now, after so 
many years, I feel impelled to give this imperfect 
narrative, to encourage others in the day of trouble 
to call upon the Lord ; and also as a tribute of gratis 
tude to Him who has never said "unto the seed of 
Jacob, Seek ye me in vain." 



SAMUEL HARRIS' LAWSUIT. 

When Samuel Harris, of Virginia, began to 
preach, his soul was so absorbed in the work, that he 
neglected to attend to the duties of this life. Find- 
ing, upon a time, that it was absolutely necessary 
that he should provide more grain for his family than 
he had raised upon his own farm, he called upon a 
man who owed him a debt, and told him he would 
be glad to receive the money. 

The man replied : "I have no money by me, and 
cannot oblige you." 

Harris said : "I want the money to purchase wheat 
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for my family ; and as you have raised a good crop of 
wheat, I will take that of you instead of money, at a 
current price." 

The man answered: "I have other uses for my 
wheat, and I cannot let you have it." 

''How, then," said Harris, "do you intend to pay 
me ?" 

"I never intend to pay you until you sue me," 
replied the debtor; ''and therefore you may begin 
your suit as soon as you please." 

Mr. Harris left him, meditating. Said he to him- 
self, "What shall I do? Must I leave preaching, 
and attend to a vexatious hwvsuit? Perhaps a thou- 
sand souls may perish in the meantime, for want of 
hearing of Jesus I No ; I will not. Well, what will 
you do for yourself? Why, this will I do ; I will 
sue him at the court of Heaven." Having resolved 
what he would do, he turned aside into a wood, and 
on his knees laid the matter before the Lord. Mr. 
Harris felt such an evidence of divine favor, — ^he 
felt, to use his own expressive language, that Jesus 
would become bondsman for the man, and see that 
he was paid if he went on preaching. Mr. Harris 
rose from prayer, resolved to hold the man no 
longer a debtor, since Jesus had assumed the pay- 
ment. He therefore wrote a receipt in full of all 
accounts against the man, and, dating it in the 
woods, where he had prayed, signed it with his own 
name. Going the next day by the man's house, on 
his way to meeting, he gave the receipt to a servant, 
directing him to give it to his master. On his 
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return from meeting, the man hailed him, and 
demanded what he meant 1)y the receipt he had sent 
him in the morning. 

Mr. Harris replied : "I mean just as I wrote." 

"But you know, sir," answered the debtor, "I 
have never paid you." 

"True," said Mr. Harris, "and I know you said 
that you never would unless I sued you. But, sir, 
I sued you at the court of Heaven, and Jesus 
entered bail for you, and has agreed to pay me ; I 
have therefore given you a discharge." 

"But I insist upon it," said the man, "matters 
shall not be left so." * 

"I am well satisfied," answered Harris. '.'Jesus 
will not fail me. I leave you to settle the account 
with him at another day. Farewell." 

This operated so effectually on the man's con- 
science, that in a few days he discharged the debt. 

If this method should be adopted, it might be 
found a much easier way of collecting debts, than to 
appeal to the glorious uncertainties of the law. 



A FATHERLESS STUDENT. 

A pious youth, studying a\ ith a view to the minis- 
try, suddenly lost his father. All his resources were 
cut off. Unwilling to abandon his plans for the 
ministry, he presented his condition to the Lord, in 
fervent prayer, and besought the Lord to direct him. 
The impression came to his mind, "Apply to such a 
person," naming the person. He did not know this 
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person only by name; but so strong was the impres- 
sion, that he wrote tliat person, stating his circum- 
stances and plans. That person wrote in reply, that 
he was nmch gratified to 1)e ablq to help him, and 
would help him to any amount. Plainly this was the 
hand of Providence. His prayers were heard and 
answered. He is now, and has been for a number of 
years, a faithful and successful preacher of the gospel. 



DEBTS PAID. 

I desire to relate one of many incidents in my 
experience in answer to prayer. In September, 1871, 
my wife and myself were taken ill w ith fever, and 
brought near death's door. Our sickness lasted more 
than two months. We- have a family of eight; and 
(luring our long illness, became involved in a debt of 
about one hundred and seventy-five dollars, for the 
support of the family, doctor's bill, and other 
expenses. On November 7, 1871, I wrote in my 
diary, — '*I am resolved by the grace of God to live 
differently than I have, and will try to keep my body 
under, and overcome appetite ; will try to show more 
love and patience at home and elsewhere, and en- 
deavor to bear and hold up the cross of Christ before 
men, and to overcome the world, the flesh, and the 
devil. The late sickness of myself and wife has 
involved me in debt about one hundred and seventy- 
five dollars. I have commenced to-day to ask the 
Lord to give me this sum between this and March 1, 
1872, that I may be free from debt." 
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I continually brought the matter before the Lord 
in secret prayer. February 29th, I was absent from 
home, and told a friend I expected some money the 
next day ; and though nearly the last day had expired, 
and no money had come, yet I still expected the 
Lord to send it. 

I went home the first day of March ; and before I 
got into the house, my youngest boy came ruiming 
out, and said to me, '*Some money for you at the 
express office !" On getting the money, I found it 
was one hundred and eighty dollars. I paid the 
debts, and heartily thanked the Lord for so signally 
answering my prayers. The money was left me by 
a deceased relative, and it came just in time. 



THE WIDOW'S TREE. 

Not many years ago a violent storm, with wind 
and thunder, spread devastation all through the 
valley of Yellow Creek, Georgia. For a mile in 
width, trees were uprooted, barns and fences were 
prostrated, and all the land was desolated. 

Riorht in the center of the tornado stood a small 
cabin. Its sole occupants were an aged widow and 
her only son. The terrible wind struck a large tree 
in front of her humble dwelling, twisting and dash- 
ing it about. If it fell it would lay her home in 
ruins. Desolation, death itself, might follow. The 
storm howled and rasfed. The o:reat trees fell in all 
directions. When it seemed her tree must also fall, 
and there was no remedy, she knelt in fervent 
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supplication to Him who gathereth the wind in his 
lists, that he would spare that tree. Her prayer was 
heard. A writer who soon after visited the spot and 
narrates this deliverance says : "The tree was spared, 
and 'strange as it may seem, it was the only one left 
within a consideral)le distance of the widow's cabin." 
Do not tell me, O skeptic, that there is no presiding, 
ruling God in heaven, who hears the pleadings of his 
elect 



THE GRASSHOPPER PLAGUE. 

In ancient times, before an unbelieving world and 
a faithless church had voted God out of the creation 
which he made, and denied him all power or right 
to interfere with the aflfairs of daily life, his hand 
was acknowledged in the manifold judgments and 
deliverances which were wrought ; and the visible 
instrumentalities, which produced those marked 
results, were acknowledged simply as agents ap- 
pointed to work his righteous will. Thus beasts, 
birds, and insects; locusts, grasshoppers, canker- 
worms, and palmer-worms, were all recognized as 
under divine control, let loose for judgment upon 
the ungodliness and worldliness of a backslidden 
people, and removed in mercy whenever they turned 
in penitence and contrition to seek the Lord. 

To this day the same devastating scourges sweep 
over the land. Fire and flame, flood and earthquake, 
plague and pestilence, swarms of noxious and de- 
structive insects and creeping things, still execute 
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the curse of God against the sinful sons of men. 
But while his hand is stretched out, they will not 
hear ; and while his rod falls upon them, they will 
not ol)ey. And often those who profess to be his 
ministers, — instead of weeping between the porch 
and the altar, and praying that God would sj^are his 
people and save his heritage, and instead of teaching 
men to reverently acknowledge the hand that smites 
and chastens, and that binds up and heals, — busy 
themselves with denying divine providence, looking 
mainly at visible instrumentalities and natural laws, 
and leaving out of the account the working of that 
Almighty God who watches every sparrow, who 
numbers the hairs of pur heads, and who controls 
the w^orld, and all things that are therein. 

Years ago, we were acquainted with a preacher of 
the gospel of the kingdom, George Needham, who, 
after years of service in feeble health, being some- 
what disheartened by various obstacles which im- 
peded his course, left New England for the far 
West, where lie purchased a farm and sought in the 
sweat of his brow to earn his bread and support his 
family ; laboring meanwhile in the gospel, as he had 
opportunity, till his death, which occurred several 
years later. The following letter from the son of 
this minister, a deacon in a Congregational church, 
now residing in Kansas, shows that God still hears 
prayer, still watches over his people, and controls all 
things on their l)eha1f : — 

''I once wrote you that I could give an instance of 
an answer to prayer, which fully satisfied me that 
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God does hear his children when they ask. I used 

to think that God did not turn aside for our trifling 

affairs; and even after I was a professed Christian, 

my* faith was of the doubting kind. I have ah-eady 

destroyed four letters containing an account of this 

circumstance, for no other reason than that I am 

cowardly, nervous, and timid about making public 

mention of such things. Yet it weighs like lead on 

my conscience that I tell so little of my Father's 

goodness to me. And now, when we are in a worse 

strait than ever, it comes home to my soul that my 

promise is unfulfilled ; and so I will write the story 

again : 

*'Five years ago last fall, in 1866, those temble 
plagues, the grasshoppers, came here and deposited 
their eggs. The next spring we sowed twenty acres 
of grain, the proceeds of which we designed should 
pay a note of about six hundred dolhirs, which fell 
due the next October. When the grain was six or 
eight inches high, the grasshopper eggs began to 
hatch, and in a few days, the blades of grain were 
hlack with young grasshoppers. Destruction seemed 
inevitable ; and we knew if that grain was destroyed, 
we should be una1)le to pay the note when it came due. 

'*In this extremity I asked our heavenly Father to 
destroy those grasshoppers. This was just before 
retiring at night. The next morning, when I went 
to the field, there was a large flock of strange-looking 
birds, busily eating our persecutors. The birds 
passed rajiidly over the field, those in the rear con- 
stantly flying over to the front, and hi two. or three 
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days there was hardly a grasshopper, worm, or bug, 
to be found on our farm. I do not know the name 
of the ))irds, never having seen any like them before, 
and but one or two since ; neither could I hear of 
any other field where they had performed a similar 
service. 

''Had the grain been threshed at the time the 
threshers promised, it would have just paid the note 
and the expense of threshing. As it was, we did 
very well with our crop. You are at libei-ty to do 
as you see fit with this account, and to use my name 
or not as you think will be most to the honor and 
glory of God. It has been a struggle with me to 
come to the last conclusion. I wish I could see you, 
and have your counsel and advice." 



AN ESCAPE BY PRAYER. 

A Christian girl at service in Philadelphia lost her 
place by the removal of the family with whom she 
lived. In her vain search for work she spent all her 
means. Cold any weary, and sick at heart, she stood 
on the corner of the street, thinking what she should 
do, where she should go. Soon a giii whom she had 
known in a country town where they had both lived, 
came up and greeted her cordially. She told her of 
her troubles. 

"I'm glad I met you," she answered, "for I have 
a good place and a comfortal^le room, and you cau 
go home with me and stay all night, and I think 
to-morrow I cau get you a place." 
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The Christian girl accompanied her to an elegant 
mansion, and they passed through the brilliantly- 
lighted hall, up the broad stair- way, to a plojisant 
room. After she had been made comfortable, her 
friend excused herself and left her. 

About half an hour afterward a young man entered 
the room, locked the door, and put the key in his 
pocket. She soon realized that she was in a house 
of sin. She tried to explain the matter, telling him 
she had been entrapped. All her protestations seemed 
iavain. She was completely in his power, beyond 
the reach of human help. But just then, in her 
agony, she remembered Christ's promise, **I will 
never leave thee nor forsake thee," so throwing her- 
self upon her knees she began to call mightily on 
God to deliver her. The young man's heart was 
touched. 

*'I believe your story now," he said, *'and for the 
sake of a praying mother, who is now at rest, I will 
release you, and see you safely out of this place." 
She hurried on berthings, and he escoried her to the 
door. She scarcely stopped to thank him, but bounded 
into the street, feeling so light and free that she ran 
several squares before she was conscious that she 
was running. She lifted up her eyes to heaven in 
gratitude, thanking God that, although every thing 
else was gone, virtue was left. And she could look 
up to the stars that begem the curtain of God's inner 
tabernacle, with conscious innocence, and felt indeed 
rich. 

She walked the streets till midnight ; then, ques- 
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tioned hy a police officer, told her story, and was 
taken to the station-house for shelter for the night. 
The next morning she providentially met an earnest 
Christian lady, whose symjDathy was enlisted in her 
behalf, and who obtained employment for her. She 
proved to be an honorable, industrious. Christian ser- 
vant, every way worthy of confidence. 

If we could read the heavenly record, we would 
see linked with that benevolent lady's name, the name 
of this friendless, tempted girl ; and in letters of 
living light the words of the Master, "Inasmuch as 
ye have done it unto one of the least of these, • . ye 
have done it unto me." Matt. xxv. 

But how many girls under similar temptations have 
fallen low and helplessly, because they had never 
learned to pray ; and because no hands were reached 
out to them, but hands that drag down to the pit! 
What a privilege to stand on solid rock in Christ's 
stead, and reach out hands to those who are sinking 
amid the quicksands. 



THE PRAYER IN THE WOODS. 

A friend relates the following incident as received 
from the lips of a poor, afflicted, crippled orphan 
boy, whose own experience is a practical illustration 
of the words : "When my father and my mother for- 
sake me, then the Lord will gather me up." Ps. 
xxvii. 10, margin. 

"Out of many instances of answered prayer I will 
tell the following one : In August, 1874, 1 wiished to 
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go to Lowell, a distance of some thirty miles or 
more. I had no money, and did not know how to 
get there. I asked the station agent and the con- 
ductor, but each refused, saying it would not be con- 
sistent with their duty. Knowing of no human help, 
I left the depot and went into tlie woods some wa\'s 
from the station, where I could be alone, and tell 
that Friend who is able to provide, and who is rich 
unto all that call upon liim. I knelt down beside 
the stump of a tree and prayed, and told the Lord 
all about it, and asked him either to give me money, 
or provide some way that I could go where I desired. 
I felt that the Lord heard and answered me, and 
filled my soul with pmise and joy. The language of 
my heart was, 'Bless the Lord.' 

"As I turned and was going out of the woods, I 
heard a voice saying, *Halloo.' As I had seen no 
one, and knew not that any human being was near, 
I was surprised at this greeting. 

** 'Halloo !' said the stranger, 'I never heard such 
a prayer in my life. AYhy did you go and pray?' 
I told him that I felt heavy, burdened, and I took 
the burden to the Lord. He said, 'I heard you pray 
— ^}'ou want money, do you? The Lord has opened 
the way ; here is five dollars. It is the best way to 
go to the Lord, and trust him to open the way. Go 
and use the money.' 

"I thanked him. and I thtmked the Lord, and wont 
on my way rejoicing in him wliosc^ promise is;, *]\Iy 
God shall supply all your need,' and who hhnself 
ha,d heard and answered my request. j. r." 
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There is certainly nothing remarkable in the fact 
that a Christian man, overhearing such a prayer, 
should minister to the needs of a fellow disciple : but 
what impulse led these two men to meet at just that 
time and place ? Many a listener might have found 
in such a prayer a theme for mirth and scoffing ; but 
in this instance the right man was in the right place, 
and the Lord's providence was manifest while his 
servant's want was supplied. 



THE CARPENTER'S STORY. 

Sittins: at the breakfast table with Brother W- 



at his home in a New Hampshire village, in July, 
1879, he related a bit of his experience substantially 
as follows : 

''In the year 1871 I bought this place, and gave my 
notes for $1,000, payable at the rate of $100 per year 
for ten years. In the spring of 1873, the man of 
whom I bought decided to move to the AVest, and 
desired to settle up and get the whole amount of his 
money. I was not obliged to pay him till the notes 
fell due, but as it would be a gi-eat accommodation 
to him to get tlie money, I engaged to pay it if 
possible. 

"I accordingly sold a portion of the place for $400, 
disposed of some wood for $100, and then under- 
took to borrow the balance of the dc])t. I borrowed 
all I could get in the village, and still lacked $150. 
I went to about every man in the neighborhood that 
I thought had money, but I could not get a dollar 
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more. The time was getting sliort ; the man 
wanted his money soon, and I did not know what to 
do about it. 

"I went to the Lord in prayer, and askod him to 
show nie the man who had the money to spare. 
Immediately, while my eyes were closed, I saw 
before me a man with whom I was well ao(piainted, 
but one whom I had no idea had anv nionev to lend. 
I saw him with my mental vision just as clearly as I 
eau see you sitting by my side. 

"I thanked the Lord, and started oft'. into the fac- 
tory, went iiito the spinning room and found the 
man, and said to him ; 

" 'Have you any money by you that you could let 
me have for a short time?' 

IIow much do you want?' he inquired. 
One hundred and fifty dollars.' ^ 

*' *Yes, I can let you have a hundred and fifty dol- 
lars, or more if you like.' 

'*! borrowed $175 of him, paid the mortgage off* in 
good time, and when, a few weeks later, I carried 
bacfk $100 of the money, he refused to take any 
interest for it. 

**The occurrence did me good, and strengthened 
mv faith in the Lord who hears and answers praver. 
I told the man that the Lord sent me to him to get 
the money." 

Why should not such occurrences strengthen the 
faith of the Lord's trusting ones? True, such things 
may not be of e very-day occurrence, for prayer and 
providence are not intended as substitutes for hard 
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work, economy, and common sense ; but yet there 
are emergencies where, after all our powers are 
exerted, we need the wisdom of a mightier mind, 
the strength of a stronger hand. And then : — 

"WTiat a friend we have in Jesus, 

AU our sins and griefs to bear ; 
What a privilege to carry 

Every thing to God in prayer. 
Oh, what peace we often forfeit, 

Oh, what needless pain we bear ; 
All because we do not carry 

Every thing to God in prayer.** 



THE TURKISH CAPTIVE. 

Among the many remarkable incidents recorded 
by Cotton Mather in his '*History of New England," 
the following circumstances in the life of John Eliot, 
the apostle to the Indians, are worthy of remem- 
brance. 

There were many manifestations in Eliot's life of 
the gifts of foresight and prophecy And as some 
persons of delicate constitution will forebode the 
chancres of the weather, so Eliot often had stransre 
forebodings of things that were to come. *'I have 
been astonishod," says Mather, ''at some of his 
predictions, both of more personal, and of more 
general applications, and which were followed with 
exact accomplishments. If he said of any affair, *I 
cannot bless it,' it was a worse omen than the most 
inauspicious prcssages in the world. But sometimes, 
after he had been with God in prayer about a thing, 
I used to expect it to be successful, if he said, 
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'I have set a mark upon it. It will do well/" 

'^I shall never forget that when Englaiul and 
Holland were plunged into the unhappy war, which 
the more sensible Protestants everywhere had the 
most sorrowful aj^prehensions of, Eliot, being pri- 
vately asked, in the height and heat of the war, 
what news we might look for next, answered, to the 
surprise of the inquirer, 'Our next news will be a 
peace between the two Protestant nations. God 
knows I have prayed for it every day ; and I am 
verily persuaded we shall hear of it speedily.' And 
it came to pass accordingly. 

*'The numerous singuhir and surprising instances 
of answers to his prayers, were such that in our 
distresses ^^e still repaired unto him, under that 
encouragement : — 'He is a prophet, and he shall 
pray for thee, and thou shalt live.' 

"I shall smorle out but one from the manv that 
might be mentioned. There was a godly gentleman 
of Charlestown, one Mr. Foster, who went as 
senator, and was taken captive by Turkish enemies. 
Much prayer was employed, both pul)licly and pri- 
vately, l^y the good people here, for the redemption 
of that gentleman ; but we were at last informed 
that the bloody prince in whose dominion he Mas 
now a slave, was resolved that in his life-time no 
prisoner should be released ; and so the distressed 
friends of this prisoner concluded every hope was lost. 

''Well, upon this, Mr. Eliot, in one of his next 
prayers, before a very solemn congregation, very 
broadly begged, 'Heavenly Father, work for the 
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redemption of thy poor servant Foster ; and if the 
prince which detains him will not, as they say, 
dismiss him as long as he himself lives, Lord, we 
pray thee to kill that cruel prince. Kill him, and 
glorify thyself upon him.' And now about the 
answer. The poor captive gentleman quickly returns 
to us, who had been mourning for him as a lost man, 
and brings us news that the prince that had hitherto 
held him had come to an untimely death, by which 
means he was now set at liberty." 



A LESSON FOR HARD TIMES. 

Some years ago, in a time of financial difficulty, a 
merchant in Philadelphia had a note of some six 
thousand dollars coming due, and the source on 
which he depended for the money failed him. He 
was in great distress of mind, and talked over the 
matter with his wife very despondently. She was a 
praying woman, and she said, "If there is any power 
in prayer, I will get that money for j'ou." 

He had little faith that a miracle would be wrought 
for his help, and it seemed as if anything short of 
that could not sei-ve him. The time was very near, 
and no money had j et come. Sitting at his place of 
l)usiness, a man came in against whom he held a 
mortgage, which had yet two years to run. The man 
came in to ask if he was willing to take the money 
then, and allow him to take up the mortgage. 
Very thankfully he accepted the offer, and made the 
transfer. Still it was nnich short of the sum he 
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Heeded. Then the man said he had some money to 
invest, and asked if he had a good nioi-tjrage he 
would like to sell him. lie had, and now the jsuni 
was considerably increased, though not yet enough 
to pay his note. As he walked towards his home, 
with spirits considerably lightened, he met another 
man against whom he held a mortgage which had 
yet three years to run. He, too, wished to pay it 
up now, and this made more than enough for his 
pressing needs. 

This account was received from the merchant's 
own lips a few weeks ago, after a pi'ayer-meeting 
service in which various answers to prayer were 
stated. He said he had frequently thought of 
writing it out for the encouragement of others, but 
had never done so. 

Perhaps it may encourage other business men to 
look to the Lord for supplies when in similar straits. 
If such supplies do not come, it will be because he 
does not see it best. 



SOMETHING GIVES AVAY. 

A Christian woman in a town in New York, 
desired to obtain a school-house for the purpose of 
starting a Sunday-school, but was positively refused 
by the skeptical trustee. Still she persevered, and 
entreated him again and again. 

''I tell yon. Aunt Polly, it is of no use. Once 
for all I say you cannot have the school-house for 
any such purpose." 
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*'I think I am going to get it," said Aunt Polly. 

**I should like to know how, if I do not give you 
the key." 

'*I think the Lord is going to unlock it." 

"May be he will," said the infidel, '*but I can tell 
you this, that he is not going to get the key from me." 

*'^Well, I am going to pray over it, and I have 
found out from experience that when I keep on 
praying, something always gives way.^^ 

And the next time she came, the hard heart of the 
infidel gave way, and she received the key. More 
than this, when others opposed thQ school, he sus- 
tained her, and great good was done there for perish- 
ing souls. 

There is nothing too hard for God ; and if we only 
keep on praying, the bitterest opposers will be 
melted. God can bend and turn the hearts of men 
as easily as he can the water-courses which go wind- 
ing through the valleys. Have we an enemy? Let 
us keep on praying until he is reconciled. Has 
religion an enemy in some fascinating leader of 
society, who is drawing our youth into every snare 
of worldly pleasure? Let us pray for that heart, 
that it may be turned to righteousness, and that God 
would throw a bar across its evil influence. We 
want to pray with the same faith of good Aunt 
Polly, and we shall soon learn by the same blessed 
experience, that if we keep on praying, '*something 
always gives way." God may not answer us in just 
the way we have expected, but it will certainly be in 
a better way, because it is his way. 
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WILLIAM BRAMWELL'S PRAYERS. 

Mr. William Bramwell, who was born in Elswick, 
Lancashire, in 17r)9, and died at Leeds, Aug. 13, 
1818, was widely known as a fen'ent-spirited, zeal- 
ous, godly man, and was specially noted for his 
prayerfulness and spiritual discernment, his sutyec- 
tion to divine guidance, and his acquaintance with 
the will of God. 

It is related that one of his hearers once asked, 
*'How is it that Mr. Bramwell always has something 
that is new to tell us when he preaches ?" 

"Why," said the person interrogated, ''you see 
Brother Bramwell lives so near the gates of heaven 
that he hears a great many things that we don't get 
near enough to hear anything about." 

A man who lived thus could not fail of heavenly 
help and blessing; and many are the instances on 
record where his prayers were most signally answered. 

A local preacher, Mr. Thomas Jackson, who was 
enofaffcd in the manufacture of woolen cloth for a 
livelihood, relates the following incidents : — 

''One Tuesday morning, as I was going to Leeds 
market, I called upon Mr. Bramwell at Birstal. Our 
trade was at that time in a state of great depression. 
I had many goods on hand in the cloth hall, and was 
not able during many weeks to dispose of a single 
piece. I related these circumstances to Mr. Bram- 
well. Feeling much for my situation, he said, 
''Thomas^ let us pray F We knelt down together; 
and he prayed with such holy fervency, and such 
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expressions of confidence in God, as I shall not soon 
forget. lie spoke in faith, as if it had been actually 
revealed to him that my help was at hand. I set off 
from his house, and pursued my journey to Leeds, 
endeavoring all the way to believe what the man of 
God had uttered in prayer. My faith gained strength 
by i^ellecting on the many gracious declarations which 
God has given in his word concerning his care for 
the bodies of his people, {ind- his supply of their 
wants. I soon fonnd him to be the God of provi- 
dence, as well as of gi*ace ; for I had not been more 
than a quarter of an hour at my stand in the cloth 
hall, before a merchant, with whom I had never 
before traded, came up to me and purchased all the 
goods which I had on hand. This answer to prayer 
proved to me, at that period, a most seasonable relief, 
and has encouraged me ever since to confide in the 
provident goodness of my heavenly Father. 

"I know several extraordinary instances of answers 
to Mr. Bramwell's prayers. Take the following: 
One day when he was at our house, a local preacher 
came in haste to request that he would instantly 
return with him and pray with a gentleman who was 
then extremely ill, and apparently in the article of 
death, yet altogether unprepared for such an awful 
change. I united my pressing solicitations with 
those of the messenger, to induce him to go; but, 
after all our reasoning and entreaties, we could not 
prevail. Seating himself in a thoughtful posture, he 
appeared for a short time to be in a state of mental 
abstraction. He then said, 'Let us jprayP and 
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kneeling down, he declared in all the. confidence of 
faith, ' O Lord! we believe thou wilt save the gentleman 
about whom we have been talking /' The locjil preacher 
retired, and I own my surprise was great, when a 
few days afterwards I was told that tlie gentleman 
had very soon experienced the pardoning h)ve of God, 
and had received a blessed assurance of favor divine.'^ 

Mr. Thomas Riley, who was a sergeant-major in the 
seventh dragoon guards, relates another instance of 
Mr. Bramwell's prevailing intercession as follows : — 

*'In the month of July, 1811, I was quartered in 
Sheffield ; at which time our regiment was ordered 
for Spain, then the seat of a protracted and sanguin- 
ary war. My mind was painfully exercised with the 
thoughts of leaving my dear wife and four helpless 
children in a strange country, unprotected and unpro- 
vided for. Mr. Bramwell felt a very lively interest 
in our situation ; and his sympathizing spirit seemed 
to drink into all the agonizing feelings of my tender 
wife upon the occasion. He supplicated the throne 
of grace day and night in our behalf. My wife and 
I spent the evening previous to our march, at a 
friend's house in company with Mr. Bramwell, who 
sat in a very pensive mood, and appeared to be 
engaged in a spiritual struggle all the time, until 
shortly after supper he suddenly pulled his hand out 
of his bosom, laid it on my knee, looked me in the 
face, and said, 'Brother Riley, mark what I am 
about to say ; you are not to go to Spain. Remem- 
ber, I tell you, you are not, for I have been wrestling 
with God on your behalf, and when my heavenly 
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Father condescends in mercy to bless me with power 
to laj' hold on himself, I do not easily let him go ; 
no, not until I am iiivored with an answer. There- 
fore, you may depend upon it, that the next time I 
hear from you, you will be settled in quarters.' 

"This came to pass exactly as he said ; for on our 
march the next day I was informed that the regiment 
was countermanded ; and when we got to our quar- 
ters, at Chichester in Sussex, I wrote to him with a 
grateful heart, informing him that his prediction had 
received its accomplishment, as our regiment was not 
to go to Spain. 

''The above is a simple statement of a fact which 
could still be attested by more than one witness, and 
is an additional proof of the active faith which he 
exercised in the promises of Jesus, who hath said, 
*A11 things are possible to him that believeth.' " 



THE THREE ICEBERGS. 

I once visited a Christian lady who has many times 
received convincing proof that God hears and answers 
prayer ; and was much interested in hearing her relate 
the deliverances the Lord had wrought in her behalf, 
and the remarkable answers to prayer she had received 
from time to time. 

She formerly resided in England ; but her husband, 
hoping to improve the condition of his numerous 
family, came with some of the older children to this 
country, and after getting profitable employment, he 
sent for the mother and younger childien. It seemed 



EBEXEZERS. 207 

a perilous undertaking for her to cross the ocean 
with several children. Naturally afraid of water, 
how could she venture, with little ones, to traverse 
the mighty deep, with no companion near on whom 
she could lean when sickness approached or danger 
threatened? But she knew in whom she believed, 
and she took her burden to the Lord in prayer. He 
heard her cry, and filled her heart with peace. She 
had no fear nor dread, but with pcjfect trust in 
Israel's God, she left her kindred and native land, 
bade farewell to all the associations of childhood, 
— to the dear Christian society with whom she had 
enjoyed sweet fellowship so long ; to her aged pastor, 
who prayed earnestly that God would shield her 
from all harm and guide her safely over the rough 
sea, — and went on board the vessel as calmly and 
peacefully as she would have gone into her own room 
where she had slept securely for so many years. 

Days passed. The shores of old England disap- 
peared. Then her mind went forward to the land 
where her future home was to be, — a land of stran- 
gers, but her loved ones were there ; and she could 
not be lonely if all her familj^ were once more gath- 
ered about her. The old ship rode gallantly on the 
waves, and the voyage was passing very pleasantly, 
when one night she was awakened by a great tumult 
on deck. Cries of alarm mingled with shouts of the 
captain and crew. The passengers were ruiniing 
about and screaming in terror. All was confusion. 
This lady started from her berth, and was about to 
run on deck ; but she stopped and looked around. 
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Her children were fast asleep, — what could she do? 
She said to herself, "God can take care of my chil- 
dren as well here as anywhere." So she knelt and 
committed them all into his care in earnest prayer, 
and then laid herself down and slept. 

When she awoke, it was morning, bright and fair, 
and all was quiet. She arose, and after returning 
thanks, went on deck. As she stood by the side of 
the ship, looking out over the calm water, and med- 
itating on the goodness and tender care of a loving 
Father, the captain came to her and said, 

"Madam, were you not fi-ightened last night? We 
had a very narrow escape." 

"Did we? I heard a noise, and cries of alarm, 
but went to sleep again, and knew not the cause." 

"Is it possible," said he, "that you went to sleep 
in that confusion?" 

"Yes," she replied, "because I was in my Father's 
care ; — but what was the trouble ?" 

Turning and pointing his finger over the water 
leeward, he said solemnly, "Look there!" She 
looked, and saw, towering upward like giants of 
evil, three huge icebergs ! 

He told her that when they were discovered, the 
vessel was between two of them, and the other was 
directly ahead, and all very near the ship. Destruc- 
tion seemed inevital)le. The stout hearts of the old- 
est sailors quailed. The captain thought their doom 
was sealed. Human skill and human strength seemed 
powerless now, — and yet they escaped. 

What was it that so suddenly turned the iceberg 
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one way and the ship the other? AMiat guided the 
vessel safely by, within a few inches of that mountain 
of ice ? 

Away down in the ship's cabin, quiet and calm, — 
unseen and almost unknown, — was a child of God, 
who trusted in a Father's protecting care. AVho will 
say that the earnest prayer, uttered l)y that l)clieving 
heart in time of peril, did not l)ring help from One 
who is mighty ? 

Prayer moves the aim that moves the universe ! 
That arm can guide the ship when the helmsman's 
skill is exercised in vain. God's voice can still the 
storm when a poor child cries, "Lord, save, or I 
perish !" and he can roll back the sea, or staj^ the 
mighty rivers in their course, that his people may 
pass through dry-shod. 

Oh ! why do we fear to trust in a God who can 
help in every time of need? Little do we know how 
many huml^le, trusting hearts, hid away from the 
world, and claiming no honor or distinction among 
men, are bringing down blessings and mercies for suf- 
fering, fallen humanity, by fervent, ofTectual prayer I 

Our friend learned another lesson of trust from 
that night's experience, and went on her way rejoic- 
ing. She reached her journey's end safely, and with 
a heart full of thankfulness could say with Isaiah, 
"Behold, God is my salvation; I will trust and not 
])e afraid ; for the Lord Jehovah is my strength and 
my song ; he also is become my salvation ;" and with 
Solomon, "The name of the Lord is a strong tower; 
the righteous runneth into it, and is safe." 
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TRUST m GOD. 

God of my life, to thee I call ; 
Afflicted, at thy feet I fall ; 
When the great water-floods prevail, 
Leave not my trembling heart to fail. 

Friend of the friendless and the faint, 
Where should I lodge my deep complaint? 
Where but with thee, whose open door 
Invites the helpless and the poor? 

Did ever mourner plead with thee. 
And thou refuse that mourner's plea? 
Does not the word still fixed remain. 
That none shall seek thy face in vain ? 

That were a grief I could not bear. 
Didst thou not hear and answer prayer ; 
But a prayer- hearing, answering God 
Supports me under every load. 

Fair is the lot that's cast for me, 
I have an Advocate with thee : 
They whom the world caresses most. 
Have no such privilege to boast. 

Poor though I am, despised, forgot. 

Yet God, my God, forgets me not ; 

And he is safe, and must succeed. 

For whom the Lord vouchsafes to plead. 

William Cowper, 17' 
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PEAYEES FOE HEALING. 



"Fools, bbcaubb of thbik TRANsoRflissioN, and because 

OP THEIR INiqUITIES, ARE AFFLICTED : THEIR SOUL ABHORRETH 
ALL MANNER OP MEAT ; AND THEY DRAW NEAR UNTO THE GATES 

OP DEATH. Then they cry unto the Lord in their trouble; 

AND HE SAVETH THEM OUT OF THEIR DISTRESSES. He SENT HIS 
WORD AND HEALED THEM, AND DELIVERED THEM FROM THEIR 

DESTRUCTIONS." Ps. cvii. 17-20. 

*'ThE PRAYER OP FAITH SHALL SAVE THE SICK, AND THE 

Lord shall raise him up. " James v. 15. 

"Bless the Lord, O my souii, and forget not all his 

BENEFITS : WHO HEALETH ALL THY DISEASES ; WHO RE- 

DEEMETH thy LIFE FROM DESTRUCTION ; WHO CROWNBTH THEE 
WITH LOVING-KINDNESS AND TENDER MERCIES." Ps. Clii. 2-4. 
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Prayers for healing. 



DRESS-SWORDS. 



During the civil war in America, writes Rev. C. 
A. Stork, in the Lutheran Observer^ an officer in 
the army stopped at my house on his way to the 
front. Among other things, he showed me a new 
sword. I looked at it, admired its polish and set- 
ting, its graceful curve from hilt to point, its line, 
flexible temper ; but when I ran my finger along the 
edge, I found it was dull, almost without edge, and 
I said to him, — 

''Why, your sword has no edge. How is this?*' 

"Oh ! they never put an edge on that kind of 
sword," was his reply; "that is a dress-sword, and 
not intended to fight with." 

I understood then that the swords of officers were 
only for show, — a badge of office, to be drawn on 
parade and flourished in giving connnands. Of 
course, such swords did not need an edge. They 
would be only an inconvenience to their wearers, if 
too sharp. 

That, thought I, is like the sword so many of us 

(213) 
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carry. Every soldier in Christ's army has a sword 
— it is the jK>irer of prayer. But it is too often only 
a dress-sword. We should feel unfit for parade, 
unequipjH^d for the march or the field without it ; 
hut we do not seriously expect to fight ; so we have 
no edge to it. We pi'ay morning and night in our 
closets ; but they are smooth, languid generalities 
that we put up. We pray good, stout petitions in 
the social pniyer-meeting ; but ofteji there is no 
edge to them. Some of us pray beautiful, fervent- 
sounding prayers in the pulpit ; but we hardly 
expect that any enemy shall be slain by them. We 
should l>e almost surprised if they cut. 

That is not the kind of prayer the apostle meant 
when he equipped his Christian warrior, and 
exhorted him to be **praying always with all prayer 
and supplication in the Spirit, and watching there- 
unto with all perseverance and supplication for all 
saints.'' We want a prajer that has a cutting edge 
to it, fervent desire, — a prayer that has been forged 
and welded in the furnace of the heart's yearnings ; 
that has been sharpened by faith, and is wielded by 
an importunate purpose. It may be very rough to 
look at, without polish, and with only a clumsy set- 
ting and hilt, *'groanings which cannot be uttered;" 
but such a prayer cuts. There are some very hum- 
ble privates in the King's army that carry such 
swords. They do not give them time to rust in the 
scabbard. They seldom cany them on parade ; 
but they keep them sharp, and use them. 

Perhaps one thing that keeps our swords dull is 
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the idea that prayer is too dignified to be used for 
small interests. It is good to pray for the salvation 
of a nation in peril ; it is worth while to pray for a 
revival ; but shall we importune God for a sick 
child, a little money difiiculty, a troubled mind, the 
safe conduct of a journey ? Sometimes we get our 
Christianity alloyed by a little pagimism, and think 
that God must be called on only when a great occa- 
sion demands gi'cat powers. 

But the man who does not use prayer fervently 
for common, daily needs, is not apt to pray prevail- 
ingly when the great need comes. In every church 
there are those who do believe that prajer was 
intended for e very-day use. They pray for com- 
mon thinofs, — for thinors that do not create an enthu- 
siasm in the throng. And they get answers that 
make us clasp our hands to our side, to find if we 
ourselves have such a weapon. 

There was a poor crippled child in a family I vis- 
ited, whom the doctors had given up as incurable. 
One day when I called I asked for the child. I was 
told it had gone out to walk. 

*'What, does it walk?" — *'0h, yes! very well." 
"Since when?" — "Since Mr. Blank prayed for it." 

This brought forth an explanation. A stranger, 
calling one day, had seen the child, inquired about 
it, and, pitying it, asked permission to pray for it. 
He had called regularly to make prayer for it for 
several weeks, in the mean time anointing it with 
oil, in literal pursuance of the directions given b}- 
the apostle. The child began to improve. Its 
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improvoment continued steadily. It was a complete 
cure. Did not the prayer of that simple-hearted, 
pitiful, believing man, prevail? 

At a union meeting of several churches in Balti- 
more, during the Week of Prayer, one of the pas- 
tors laid before the meeting the case of a Christian 
long afflicted with religious gloom, amounting ahnost 
to despair. Fervent prayer was made for him. 
Interested friends continued supplication. A few 
weeks after, the pastor announced that he had come 
out of his gloom ; the long-borne burden had been 
rolled away. What had delivered him? Was it 
not the power of prayer ? 

There sat in one of our churches, in pews close 
by each other, two men who had long listened to 
the gospel unmoved: One was a moralist of irre- 
proachable life ; the other a man addicted to drink. 
Their pastor felt almost like giving them up. He 
was moved specially to pray for them. He whetted 
his sword and persisted in prayer. The answer 
came. First the moralist, who had always main- 
tained that he was good enough as he was, confessed 
his folly. Soon he was serenely trusting in Christ, 
and wonderinsr that he could ever have lived so lonff 
with his old morality. In a little time, the intem- 
perate man was ready to give up his evil habits, and 
was received into the church, in their old seats, 
where they had so long sat unconvinced, they are 
seen every Sunday, rejoicing in God. Gray hairs 
are upon them, and, brought to Christ thus late in 
life, are they not a monument of persistent prayer? 
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What we vv^aiit, then, to give edge to our prayers, 
is a downright definiteness of purpose. At a plough- 
ing match, one competitor's furrows were so clean- 
cut and 8ti*aight, that the judges were curious to 
learn the secret of his skill. "I fixed my e^c on 
one thing at the end," said he, *'as I began my fur- 
row, and never looked off, but drove right for that." 
We must have a fixed point, and drive for that. 
Peter had one definite thing in view when he prayed 
his prayer, "Lord", save me." The Syro-Pho?nician 
woman wanted just one thing when she hung 
beseeching on the Saviour's track, till he turned 
with, "O woman! great is thy faitb!". What do 
you need most of all? what do you want so that 
your heart is breaking for it? what do imagination 
and longing in your mind play about? what do your 
memory and hope go back to from every diversion ? 
That is the thing that will give edge to your pniyer. 
Every child of God may cherish some interest of 
Christ's broad work, lay hold of some soul, with 
lonirinir that will not be denied. 

Tut arc not fervent prayers, prayers put up in 
Litli, long i)ersisted in, sometimes left unanswered? 
Y:s ; we f^ee no answer. And so there is many a 
rv.oid j-hai-pened for battle, and wielded, too, that 
. l:iy.> no one. God has his own ways of answering 
p '::yc:' ; he chooses his own times. He gives or 
v.itliliolds, as, looking over the whole field, he sees 
t ) ])o good. Christ prayed a prayer three times in 
the garden of Gethsemane, and yet we are hardly 
certain that it was answered. But was Christ's 
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prayer for Peter of no avail ? Paul thrice besought 
that his thorn might be removed ; ])ut it was not 
removed. Were Paul's prayers for the churches 
fruitless? Many a grain of corn sown comes to 
nothing. But does the farmer therefore not sow 
in the si:)ring? Many a bullet-shot in the battle hits 
no one. But would the captain advise a soldier to 
put up his musket because he hits only once out of 
fifty times ? 

It is not every one that can preilch ; but every one 
can pray. Few have great wealth to give ; but all 
have prayers to offer. And a church is strong in 
proportion as there are multiplied in it men and 
women who pray edged prayers. Out with your 
sword, then, my brother, from its scabbard. See 
that its edge is true and keen, and lay on in the 
name of God. 

"Pray, if thou canst, or canst not, speak. 
But pray with faith in Jesus* name." 



POWER OF PRAYER. 

God hears and answers prayer. "More things," 
as Tennyson so aptly expresses it, *'are WTought ])y 
prayer than this world dreams of." Examples of 
answers to prayer, not only for spiritual, but also 
for physical, blessings, are numerous and most encour-' 
aging. Bishop Bowman, in a sermon published in 
the Methodist^ has the following passages bearing on 
this subject : 

Prayer is a question to be determined just like any 
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other question of fact ; not as a question of science, 
but as a question of fact ; and the history of the world 
is full of evidences that God does not only hear and 
answer pi*ayer for spiritual, but physical, l)lessings. 
In the fall of 1858, while visiting Indiana, I was at 
an annual conference where Bishop Janes presided. 
We received a telegram that Bishop Simpson wiis 
dying. Said Bishop Janes, "Let us spend a few 
moments in earnest prayer for the recovery of Bishop 
Simpson." We kneeled to pray. William Taylor, 
the California street preacher and missionary, was 
called to pray, and such a prayer I have never heard 
since. The impression siezed upon me irresistibly, 
Bishop Simpson will not die. I rose from my knees 
perfectly quiet. Said I, '^Bishop Simpson will not 
die." "Why do you think so?" "Because I have 
had an irresistible impression made upon my mind 
during this prayer." Another said, "I have the same 
impression." We jiassed it along from l>ench to 
bench, until we found that a very large proportion 
of the conference had the same impression. I made 
a minute of the time of day, and wheu I next saw 
Simpson he was attending to his daily labor. I 
inquired of the bishop, "How did you recover from 
your sickness?" He replied, "I cannot tell." "What 
did yoift physician say ?" "He said it was a miracle." 
I then said to the bishop, "Give me the time and 
circumstances under which the chansfe occurred." 
He fixed upon the day ; and the very hour, making 
allowance for the distance — a thousand miles away — 
that the preachers were engaged in prayer at this 
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conference, the physician left his room and said to 
his wife, ''It is useless to do anything further; the 
bishop must die." In about an hour he returned and 
started back, inquiring, "What have you done?'' 
"Nothing," was the reply. , "He is recovering rap- 
idly," said the physician ; "a change has occurred in 
the disease within the last hour beyond anything I 
have ever seen ; the crisis is past, and the bishop 
will recover." And he did. 

Who shall tell me that God, who creates medicine 
to heal disease, and has given power and infinite 
variety to remedial influences, did not, by some 
secret power not made known to us, which perhaps 
never will be, touch the spring of life in Bishop 
Simpson's body? He does that through remedial 
agents again and again. The tendency of death is 
destroyed, and in many cases health is restored by 
simple remedies in the hands of physicians. Surely 
it is not unreasonable for us to suppose that the God 
w^ho created all this power may have reserved a little 
that he can bring to bear occasionally under circum- 
stances like these. Some years ago (and I have 
this incident from the mouth of a wicked man), a 
camp-meeting was held in Southern Indiana^. It 
rained nearly all the time of the meeting. Father 
Haven, a man mighty in prayer, rose to preach. 
Just as he announced his text it thundered, and the 
cono:re«:ation seemed to be restless and alarmed. The 
old hero instantly said, "Let us engage a moment in 
prayer." He prayed that God would allow the storm 
to pass by and not disturb them. 
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After having plead for a few moments he said, 
'* Friends, keep your seats ; it will not rain one drop 
here to-day.'' He commenced to pi*each, and it 
thundered again. He repeated his assm'ance, and 
thus it continued until the storm-cloud was almont 
over the encampment. It divided north and south, 
and passed about a quarter of a mile on either side 
of them, reunited again and passed on, and not one 
solitary drop of rain fell on that encampment. You 
may tell me that might have been ; perhaps such a 
thing has occurred in the history of the world, 1)ut 
how did it happen that this man of God should have 
this positive assurance that God had heard and 
answered, and that the result would be as it was ? 
The God who made the heavens and the earth surely 
can control the stormy tempest by some secret power 
that philosophy has not yet discovered. I ask the 
scientist, "How do tornadoes come over the land?" 
"By some secret power that we have not discovered," 
would be .the reply. There may be a thousand other 
secret powers reserved in the universe, controlled by 
the Almighty, which could be brought to bear by 
law, just as much as in the other case. Do not tell 
me that God does not hear prayer. I stand here 
to-night as an evidence in my own character and his- 
tory of the fact that God hears and answers prayer 
when it requires an influence and a power above the 
power of nature to bring about the result. In my 
conversion God heard my prayer, and a result was 
achieved that could not by any possibility have been 
achieved by any ordinary natural power — a power 
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that rovolutiouized my whole character, redeeming, 
regenerating, and making me a new man. 

I remember well a week afterward, when my 
besetting sin came back upon me — my fiery temper, 
and when in the hour of my distress I went to God 
hi earnest, fervent prayer, pleading for the victory 
in this direction, how, after an hour's fearfiil strug- 
gle, I arose from my knees with as clear a conscious- 
ness that victory was mine, as that the bright sun 
shone on me that blessed day ; and from that day to 
this I have had that victory. This was gained, not 
by the exercise of my will, which I had put forth a 
thousand times and failed ; not by any philosophy or 
skill that might have been brought about by years of 
experience and habit, but by the simple power of 
God in answer to prayer. I could occupy hours in 
relating incidents similar to those I have given, where 
God has demonstrated in the physical, intellectual, 
and moral world, that he has reserved to himself the 
right and the power to answer prayer. 

May I ask young men and women to cast away 
their infidelity and skepticism? May I ask them to 
come to this great Almighty Power that is able, 
ready, and willing to answer prayers just now ?. Are 
you looking for full redemption in the blood of the 
Lamb? Lookup; it is for you. Ai'e you looking 
for pardon of sin, precious soul? Look up to God. 
Claim the blessing just now. God hears and answers 
prayer. ''The fervent prayer of a righteous man 
availeth much." May God teach us how to pray I 
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"WILT THOU BE MADE WHOLE?" 

"I's come, missis, to say good-bye to you afore 
you go Norf. 'Spec' I'll ucber see you again in (lis 
yare world. The doctor has given me up ; he says 

he can do no more for me," said N M , a 

sick freedman, to me, one June morning, in my 
piazza. As he spoke, he panted for breath, and had 
every appearance of a person in the last stages of 
consumption. 

"But Jesus, the great Physician of soid and body, 
has not given you up ; he has never said that he can 
do no more for you," I cheerfully replied. 

'*I's jes waiting for him to call me home; I's 
ready to go ; I feels submissive ; I wants the Lord's 
will to be done." 

''And so do I want the Lord's will to be done; 
but I believe that it is his will that you should live 
and labor. Your wife and six children need you. 
All your neighbors need you. What will they do 
in cold weather without you to repair their poor 
cabins? I need you to build another school-house. 
I believe the Lord will build you up, and then you 
will come here and build us up." 

"It will be a miracle, missis ; my cough tears me 
day and night ; my appetite has lef ' me ; the night 
sweats worry me a heap. When I tries to walk, I 
staggers from pure weakness." 

"That is true; but the Lord works greater 
miracles all the time, than it would be to cure you. 
Faith, too, is a miracle-worker. Did not Jesus say 
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to those he healed, 'Thy faith hath saved thee'? 
'All things are possible to him that believcth.' " 

On hearing this, I saw his face lighted up with 
hope. After giving the poor panting sufferer some 
refreshments, I read to him from the Word, of Hez- 
okiah's recovery, in answer to pmyer; then turning 
to the Gospels, read to him how Jesus healed the 
sick who came to him. Pausing a moment, he said 
to me, ''T's got a new hope in my heart, missis." 

I then read to him some pages from Dorothea 
Tnidell, and he listened eagerly. Then, addressing 
him very directly, I said, " Wilt thou be made 
whole ?" I assured him it was right that he should 
have a strong, positive will to recover, and tried to 
explain to him that there was no merit in lying 
passively down to die, in this world, where there is 
so much to be done, and so few to do it. 

After praying with him, he left, saying, ^'I's got 
new light ; I's got new joy in my heart. I's better 
already. I'll pray the Lord to cure me, an' I hopes, 
ma'am, that he will." And 1 replied, *'Only believe ; 
according to thy faith, it shall be done unto thee. 
Never forget that Jesus now says to thee, *Wilt 
thou be made whole?' and also, 'Be it unto thee 
even as thou wilt." 

One month later, in Boston, I received a welcome 

letter from Miss K , the excellent missionary 

who took charge of the Home in my absence, with 

this cheering news, ''N M passes by every 

day to work at his trade in B ;" adding, *'It is 

wonderful." And it was wonderful; for he had 
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done no work for five months, and his friends 
expected soon to see him totter into his grave. But 
then we have a Lord whose name is ''Wonderful," 
and we may well look for wonderful things. This 
freedman has been at work ever since, and the last 
six months for me, in putting up a new school- 
house. 

And, better than all, he is a good man, a useful 
neighbor, and an exemplary Christian, whose relig- 
ion is such a living, practical verity, that all take 
knowledge of him, that he has l)een with Jesus and 
learned of him. His example is a living epistle, 
known and read of all. 



THE LUNATIC RESTORED. 

The following account, published in the Colum^ 
Man Star, was communicated by a friend, who 
received the information immediately from one of 
the brethren who attended the prayer-meeting. 

The daughter of a very emhient Christian, and a 
deacon of the Baptist church at Birmingham, in 
England, married a respectable merchant of the city 
of Bristol, about one hundred miles distant; and at a 
subsequent period, such was the will of Providence, 
by one sudden and unexpected loss at sea, he was 
nearly ruined. This news gave such a shock to his 
amiable companion, that she was rendered alto- 
gether insane, and that to such a degree. that it was 
necessary to confine her, in order to prevent her 
from doing herself and others harm. 
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Her distressed situation was immediately commu- 
nicated by a letter to her father, who, on receiving 
it, like one of old, ''conferred not with flesh and 
blood," but presented the case l)efore his heavenly 
Father , and in th(^ evening gathered together in his 
house many of his l)rethren in the church for the 
purpose of pleading with God in her behalf. It 
was a season of solemn and united supplication to 
the Lord. He answered prayer ; for a few days 
after, a letter was received by her father, informing 
him that, on such an hour, her reason returned, she 
sat up in her bed, her bands of confinement were 
removed, and she was, as it were, in .an instant 
restored to her usual health. That evening and 
that hour of restoration, were the same evening and 
the same hour when many were gathered together, 
and prayer was made unto God for her. 



THE LENGTHENED LIFE. 

In the autumn of 1799, the late Rev. Thomas 
Charles, of Bala, mot with an afflicting dispensation. 
His preaching and catechising excursions were fre- 
quent, and attended with great labor, and required 
a great deal of self-denial. The accommodations he 
met with, in some of the most remote and moun- 
tainous parts of the country, were very indifferent, 
the inhabitants being poor and very humble in their 
mode of living. Besides, some parts are very high 
and hilly, and in winter extremely cold. While 
traveling over Mount ^Nligneint, in Carnarvonshire, 



EBENEZER8. 227 

on a freezing night, one of his thumbs bocawe frost- 
bitten. It was so severely allocted, that he ]>ecanie 
very ill, and his life was in great dang(»r. He was 
sick for a considenible time ; and, to prevent morti- 
fication, it was deemed necessary to have it ampu- 
tated. 

This affliction was very trying both to his family 
and to his people. When he was considered to 1h^ 
in a dangerous state, a special prayer-meeting was 
called by his Christian friends at Bala. Fervent 
supplications were offered to God in his behalf. 
Several engaged on the occasion ; and one person in 
particular w^as much noticed at the time, for the 
very urgent and importunate manner with which he 
prayed. Alluding to the fifteen years added to 
Hezekiah's life, he, with unusal fervency, entreated 
the Almighty to spare Mr. Charles' life at least fif- 
teen years. He several times repeated the following 
words with such melting imi)ortunity, as greatly 
affected all present ; ''Fifteen years more, O Lord. 
We beseech thee to add fifteen years more to the 
life of thy servant. And wilt thou not, () our God, 
give fifteen years more for the sake of thy church 
and thy cause ?" 

Mr. Charles heard of this prayer, and it made a 
deep impression on his mind. lie afterwards fre- 
quently mentioned it as a reason why he should 
make the best use of his time, saying, that his fif- 
teen years would soon l)e completed. The last time 
he visited South Wales, he was asked when he 
should come again; his answer was, at least to 
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some, that his fifteen years were nearly up, and that 
he should pro})ably never see them again. He 
mentioned this to several of his friends the last year 
of his life, and especially to his wife. And what is 
remarkable, his death occurred just at the termina- 
tion of the fifteen years. And what was not less 
singular, it was during this time that he performed 
the most important acts of his life. The most val- 
uable of his works were written, the complete, efficient 
establishment of the Sunday-schools was effected, and 
he was one means of originating the Bible Society 
during this time. lie had also been instrumental in 
doing great good both to Ireland and Scotland dur- 
ing this period. What great and glorious results 
have proceeded from the fervent prayer of a poor, 
simple old Christian pilgrim at Bala, in Wales ! ''If 
any man be a worshiper of Him and doeth His will, 
him He heareth." 



THE INDIAN MOTHER'S PRAYER. 

"Pummehanuit, an Indian of note on Martha's 
Vineyard, and his wife, had buried their first five 
children successively, every one within ten da^s of 
its birth, notwithstanding all their use of powwows 
and of medicines to i)reserve them. Thev had a 
sixth child, a son, born a1)out the year 1638, which 
was a few years l)eforc the English settled on the 
Vineyard. The mother was greatly perplexed with 
fear that she should lose this child like the former ; 
and utterly despairing of any help from such means 
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as had been formerly tried with so little success, as 
soon as she was able, with a sorrowful heart, she 
took up her child and went out into the Hold, that 
she might ^veep out her sorrows. While she was 
musing on the insufficiemy of all human help, she 
felt it powerfully suggested to her mi iid that there 
is one Almighty God who is to be prayed unto, that 
this God had created all the things that we see, and 
that the God who had given being to herself, and all 
other people, had given her child unto her, and was 
easily able to continue the life of her child. 

Hereupon, this poor pagan woman resolved that 
she would seek unto this God for that mercv, and 
did accordingly.- The issue was, that her child 
lived, and her faith in Ilim who thus answered her 
prayer was Avondcrfully strengthened, the considera- 
tion whereof caused her to dedicate this child unto 
the service of that God who had preserved his life ; 
and she educated him, as far as might be, to become 
^the servant of God. 

Not long after this, the English came to settle on 
Martha's Vineyard ; and the Indians who had been 
present at some of the English devotions, reported 
that they assembled together, and that the man Avho 
spoke among them often looked upwards. This 
woman, from this report, presently concluded that 
their assemblies were for prayers, and that their 
prayers were unto that very God Avhom she had 
addressed for the life of her child. She was con- 
firmed in this Avhen the gospel was not long after 
preached by Mi\ Mayhew to the Indians; which 
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gospel she readily, cheerfully, and heartily embraced. 
And in the confession that she made publicly at her 
admission into the church, she gave a relation of the 
preparation of the knowledge of Christ' wherewith 
God had in his reniarkal)le way favored her. Her 
child, whose name was Japhet, became afterwards 
an eminent minister of Christ. He was pastor of 
an Indian church, on Martha's Vineyard ; he also 
took much pains to carry the gospel unto other 
Indians on the main land, and his labors were 
attended with much success." 

This is by no means the only instance where per- 
sons in the gloom of heathenism, have been led to 
''seek the Loi*d, if haply they might feci after him 
and find him, though he be not far from every one of 
us" (Acts xvii. 27) ; and who afterwards, in the 
light of Gospel revelation, have learned to love and 
praise the name of that "unknown God," whom 
they before had ''ignorantly worshiped." 



HE MAKETH THE BLIND TO SEE. 

The following account of the remarkable restora- 
tion of sight to a blind child, published in Tlie 
Watchman^ is translated by Dr. S. F. Smith from 
the account given by Mr. Thesmacher, long known 
as a beloved Baptist minister in Germany. His 
story is as follows : — 

"In July last, in the town of Sage, I visited a 
family, both the heads of which are, I trust, con- 
verted persons. They had been for a time in great 
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trouble because all their children, if I mistake not, 
six in number, from one to eleven years of aire, had 
long been terribly afflicted by a disease of the eyes. 
When I visited the family about eight weeks pre- 
viously, the parents were almost incon.<olabk», the 
physician having told them decidedly, after a very 
careful examination, that both eves of a daughter 
three years old, were irrei)arably gone ; and if they 
would do a good thing for their child, they Avould 
send her to a blind asylnm. 

"At the request of the anxious parents, I joined 
them in earnest prayer, begging the Almighty Phy- 
sician, if it was consistent with his will, to restore 
to this child the precious gift of sight, as he once 
healed the blind man in the wav ; notwithstandinc: 
the decided declaration of the physician that both 
eyes were gone. And the covenant-keeping God 
enabled this child, who had been totally blind for 
nearly nine months, to see again. On the day pre- 
ceding my visit, she had walked out into the broad 
lififht of nature a^am for the first time. When she 
first saw a flower, she clapped her hands for joy, 
and then taking it in her hands, she kissed it again 
and again. The parents were so rejoiced when they 
witnessed her inexpressible happiness, and saw so 
manifestly that Ave have a i)rayer-liearing God, that 
the father said, 'Before, 1 could not boar my grief 
alone, when I saw the misery of my poor, blind lit- 
tle girl ; and now I cannot bear my joy alone ; I 
must and will tell it to others.' Eight Aveeks 
before, I had wept with the weeping parents, and 
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wrestled with God to restore the sight of their 
child ; now I could heartily rejoice with them, and 
hum])ly thank God for so great a blessing. Oh, if 
we had more faith, how often should we behold the 
glory of God!" 



INSANITY KEMOVED. 

A young lady was called home by the illness of 
her widoAved mother, who died before she could 
reach her. This alone was a terrible shock to the 
delicate daughter, who, having been reared in lux- 
ury, was ill-fitted for firm endurance of calamity. 
But when it became known that a relative, in Avhom 
she had placed confidence, had managed, in ways 
that need not be explained, to defraud her out of 
her inheritance, her mind gave way, and she became 
insane. 

For years her distressed husband strove in everv 
way to restore her reason, but she seemed rather to 
become worse, and showed signs of intentions to 
commit suicide ; and her family and friends lived in 
a wretched state of apprehension. In spite of the 
most faithful watchfulness, she twice succeeded in 
securing the moans for self-destruction, but some- 
thing prevented her from accomplishing her design. 

At last it occurred to a friend, to present this 
woman's case, in prayer-meeting, to the Lord, and 
earnest prayer was oftcrod for her restoration. 

No immediate result appeared ; but the friends 
persevered. During the winter, a revival of religion 
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occurred in the town where she dwelt, and, with 
much diflSculty, the in>sane woman, Avho declared 
that she was utterly and linallv forsaken bv God, 
was prevailed upon to attend the meetings. They 
l)egan immediately to have a good effect upon her. 
She could sleep better; she grew more cheerful, and 
in a short time her reason returned to her. A 
happier or more grateful w^oman than she now is, no 
mortal eyes ever beheld ; and she affords one more 
instance of the Lord's willingness to hear and 
answer fervent prayer. 



THE DIVINE HEALER. 

A Christian woman, many years a teacher in the 
public schools of Boston, writing from a Southern 
orphan asylum, says : When I first opened a home 
for the destitute children here, I accepted the Divine 
Healer as our physician for both body and soul. 
When the children were sick, and most of them 
came to me. more or less diseased, I cried to the 
Lord for help, and he who ''took our infirmities and 
bare our sicknesses," healed them. Oh, it is so good 
to trust in the Lord ! How much better to rely on 
him "in whom we live, and move, and have our 
being," than to put confidence in man, even in the 
most skilled physician. To confirm and strengthen' 
the faith of the doubting, I send you the following 
account of the healing of one of our orphans : 

Laura was one of a large orphan family, living on 
Port Royal Island, S. C. When her mother died, 
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she went to live with a colored woman who made 
her work very hard, **tote" wood and w^ater, hoe 
cotton and corn, do all manner of drudgery, rise at 
daybreak, and live on scanty food. Laura suffered 
from want, exposure, and abuse. The freed-women 
of the plantation looked with pity into her eyes, and 
desired her to run away. But she replied, *'Aunt 
Dora will run after me, and when she done cotch me, 
she'll stripe me well with the lash ; she done told me 
so already." 

One morning, however, when Laura went to the 
creek for crabs, a good aunty followed her, and 
throwing a shawl over the poor child's rags, said, 
'*Now, Laura, put foot for Beaufort, fast as ever 
you can, and when you get there, inquire Avhere 
Mrs. Mather lives : go straight to her ; she has a 
good home for jes sich poor creeters as you be." 
Laura obeyed, hastened to Beaufort, seven miles 
distant, found my home, was made welcome, and her 
miserable rags exchanged for good, clean clothes. 
In the morning, I said, "Laura, did you sleep well 
last night? " She replied, ''Oh, missis, my heart too 
full of joy to sleep. Me lay awake all night, think- 
ing how happy me is in dis nice, clean bed, all to 
myself. Me never sleep in a bed before, missis." 

Laura, then about thirteen years old, came to me 
with a hard cough, and a pain in her side. I put on 
flannels, gave her a generous diet, and hoped, that 
with rest and cheerful surroundings, she would soon 
rally as other children had, who came to me in a 
similar broken-down condition. Still the couofh and 
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pain continued. I dosed her with various restora- 
tives, such as flaxseed, and slippery elm, etc., but 
all were of no avail. She steadily grew worse. 
Ever^^ week I could see she declined. Iler appetite 
failed ; night sweats came on ; and she was so weak 
that most of the time she lay in bed. The children, 
all of whom loved Laura, she was so patient and 
gentle, whispered one to another, "Laura is gwine 
to die ; dere is def in her eye." 

One evening in midwinter, the poor child's short 
breath, fluttering pulse, and cold, clammy sweat, 
alarmed me, and I felt sure that unless the dear Lord 
interposed in her behalf, her time with us was very 
short. I lingered by her bed till near midnight, in 
prayer for her recovery. I could not give her up. 
Again in my own room I poured out my soul in 
prayer for the child, and then slept. About two 
o'clock, I suddenly awoke, and heard what seemed a 
voice saying to me, "G^o to Laura; I can heal her 
noiv; the conditions are right; you are both calm and 
trustful. ^^ 

I arose quickly, and hastened to her room, and 
said to her, ''Laura, do you want to get well?" 
"Oh, yes, missis, me wants to get well," "Do you 
believe Jesus can cure you?" She replied, "I know 
he can, if he will." "Well, Laura," I said, "Jesus 
has just waked me out of a sound sleep, and told me 
to go and tell you that he will cure you noiv. Do 
you believe he will, Laura?" "Yes, missis, me do 
believe,'' she replied, earnestly. She then repeated 
(!i: ;::Mycr, "O Jesus, do please to make me >vcll; 
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let me live a lon<y time, and be a ffood and useful 



woman." 



The burden had rolled off my heart ; I returned to 
my room and slept sweetly. In the morning, Tamar, 
Laiu'a's attendant, met me at the door, exclaiming 
joyfully, "Oh, I'se so glad ! Laura is a heap better, 
missis. She Avoke up a long time before day and 
begged me to get her something to eat, she so 
hungry." 

From that time Laura rapidly recovered. Ilcr 
cough abated, her appetite, was restored, her night 
sweats ceased, and in less than a month she was 
strong and well. During the three years since, she 
has been a good, useful girl, and an excellent nurse 
in sickness — sympathetic, devoted, and untiring. 
Verily, ^' The prayer offaifh shall save the sick^ and 
the Lord shall raise him up;'' and, best of all, "If 
he have committed sins, they shall be forgiven him." 



"JESUS DID IT." ^ 

At one of Mr. Hammond's meetings, in California, 
Elkanah Beard, who was for many years a missionary, 
told the following story about a little girl in the citj' 
of Benares in Hindoostan. He said that he knew 
the father and mother of the child, and he knew 
every word of it to ])e true, and he believed that God 
answered the little girl's prayer. In that city lay a 
mother, sick. For months, he said, she had not left 
her bed, and all that she looked forward to was slow 
death. Her little daughter was eight years old. She 
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loved her mother and was ahuost l)rokeii-hearted. 
She took the New Testament and read the i)roniises 
of answers to prayer. Going to her mother,, she 
said : — 

* 'Mother, deaf, ean't Jesus make you w^ell?'' 

"Yes, my child ; but it is not his will." 

''Mother, why not? Have you ever asked him to 
heal you ?" 

"Oh, no, my child; but — " 

"Mother, you pmy to God, I know." 

"Yes, darling." 

"What kind of prayers, mamma?" 

"Oh, my child, I am in such agony I cannot talk 
to you of it ; go and play." 

She dropped her head sadly, and went out beneath 
a tree in her father's garden, for her father was a 
postal official in that large city, and had a home with 
beautiful surroundings. She sat there and thought 
and prayed. Suddenly she returned to the l)edside 
of her mother, and kneeling, said : 

"Mamma, I am going to try Jesus, anyhow. He 
says, 'Ask.' Yes, I am going to ask him. Now, 
mamma, pray with me. O Jesus, dear, good Jesus, 
I've no happy days now, since my mamma is sick 
these three months. She is so sick she can't talk to 
her little girl. O Jesus, she is so sick ! O God, 
make my poor mamma to get well. O God, yon 
can, you will. Mamma loves you, her little girl 
loves you." 

Suddenly she sprang to her feet, and clapping her 
hands, cried, "He will, manunn, he will, he will I" 
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That self-same time the lady, who had not moved 
her limbs for months, arose from her bed and went 
about her household duties, healed and praising God. 
Her husband met her at the door that day, and over- 
whelmed Avith the event, went down on his knees 
and prayed God to make him worthy of the blessing 
that had fallen on his house ; while his little girl stood 
by him, her face radiant w ith holy joy, exclaiming, 
"Oh, papa, Jesus did it, Jesus did it !" 



THE SISTER'S PRAYER. 

In one of the mountainous towns in the north- 
western part of Connecticut, there lived, some time 
since, an aged couple who had seen some eighty 
years of earthly pilgrimage, and who, in their 
declining days, enjoyed the care of a son and daugh- 
ter, who resided with them at their home. 

In process of time the son became sick, and drew 
nigh the gates of death. The doctor pronounced 
him incurable, saying that one lung was consumed, 
and that he could live but a short time. 

The fear of her brother's death, and the thousrhts 
of being left alone to ])ear the responsibility of the 
aged parents' care, burdened the sister's heart ex- 
ceedingly, and led her to cry mightily to the Lord 
to interpose for his recovery, and spare him still to 
them ; and her importunate supplications ascended 
to God, until the answer came to her heart as a 
sacred whisper, — ''I have heard thy cry, and have 
come down to deliver thee." 
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Comforted by this sweet assurance, she rejoiced 
exceedingly, knowing that what our heavenly Father 
promises, he is abundantly able to perform ; and that 
he will fulfill his word, though heaven and earth shall 
pass away. But her faith was desthicd to be tried, 
and on the very day after she had obtained the 
assurance of her brother's recovery, in came some 

one, saying, *'The doctor says S can live but a 

little time." For an instant these words were like 
a dagger to the sister's heart, but she still held fast 
her confidence, and replied: — "If men can't cure 
him, the Lord can." 

From that very moment, the brother began to 
amend. On the next day, when the physician came, 
he looked at him, commenced examining his symp- 
toms, and exclaimed in astonishment: 

"What have you been doing? You are evidently 
better, and I don't know but you will get up, after 
all." 

His recovery Avas so rapid, that in two weeks' time 
he was out about his customary duties on the farm ; 
and that in weather so damp and foggy that it would 
have kept some stronger men in-doors. But he was 
well; the prayer of faith was answered, and it had 
saved the sick. 

The aged father has since been laid away in Ihc^ 
grave, to await the dawning of the resurrection 
morning; the mother yet lives, and leans upon her 
son, as upon a stay and staff*, in her declining years ; 
the dear pilgrim sister still walks by faith, and still 
hopes, and prays, and waits tor the day when she 
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cjliall behold the Son of man in glory, and exclaim : 
*'Lo, this is our God; we have waited for him, and 
he will save us ; this is the Lord, we have waited for 
him; we will be glad and rejoice in his salvation." 



THE la:mp: healed. 

Tlie Chicago Advaiice contains a statement from 
President Finney, of Oberlin college, concerning 
the healing of a sick woman, the wife of Kev, R. D. 
Miller, of Oberlin. Of it Mr. Finney says : — 

"^Mrs. jSIillcr is the wife of a ConOTcgfational min- 
ister, and a lady of unquestionable veracity. How- 
ever the fact of her healing is to be accounted for, 
her story is no doubt Avorthy of entire confidence, as 
we have known her for years as a lame, suffering 
invalid, and now see her in our midst in sound 
health. This instantaneous restoration Avill he 
accounted for ]:)y different persons in different ways. 
Mrs. Miller and those who were present regard the 
healing as supernatural, and a direct answer to 
prayer. The facts must speak for themselves. 
Why should not the sick be healed in answer to the 
prayer of faith? Unbelief can discredit them, hni 
faith sees nothing incredible in such facts as are 
stated by Mrs. Miller. My object in this note i^ 
not, however, to express an opinion in regard to the 
power that healed her, but to certify her good char- 
acter for intelligence and veracity, and also that oi 
the signers of the accompanying certificates." 

Mrs. Miller's statement is accompanied hy the 
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certificates of relatives and other well-known and 
reliable members of the First chmvli at 0})erlin, 
fully vouching for the correctness of the facts set 
forth, but our space will allow us to give only the 

simple abridged statement of !Mrs. M , as made 

in a letter to her pastor : — 

'*From my parents I inlierited a constitution sul)- 
ject to a chronic form of rheumatism. In early life 
I was attacked with rheumatic weakness and pains, 
which affected my whole system. For nearly forty 
years I was subject to more or less suffering from 
this cause, sometimies unable to attend meeting for 
months at a time. For seven years, until the last 
three months, I have been unable to get about 
without the aid of crutch or staff, generally both. 
I have used many linaments and remedies, but with 
no permanently good result. I have been a Chris- 
tian from early life, but last spring, in our revival, 
I received a spiritual refreshing from the Lord, 
which gave a new impulse to my faith. Since then 
iiiy religion has been a new life to me. 

"Last summer several of us Christian sisters were 
in the habit of spending short seasons of prayer 
together, that the Lord would send us a i^astor. 
8ome of our number had read the narrative of 
l^orothea Trudel, and had spoken to me on the 
Subject of healing in answer to prayer. !My faith 
had not then risen to this elevation. I had, in fact, 
accepted what I supposed to be the will of God, and 
made up my mind to be a lame and suffering invalid 
the rest of my life. I had long since ceased to use 
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remedies for the restoration of my health, and had 
not even thought of praying in regard to it, for I 
refirarded it as the Avill of God that I should suffer in 
silent submission. 

'* Notwithstanding what had been said to me, I 
remained in this opinion and in this attitude until 
the. 2Gth day of September, 1872, when several 
ladies met at our house, by appointment, for a 
prayer-meeting. I had been growing worse for 
some time, and was at that time unable to get out to 
attend a meeting. I was suffering much pain that 
afternoon ; indeed I was hardly able to be out of my 
bed. Up to this time none of the sisters who had 
conversed with me about the subject of healing by 
faith, had been able to tell me anything from their 
own experience. That afternoon one lady was 
present who could speak to me from her own expe- 
rience of being healed in answer to the pra^^er of 
faith. She related several striking instances in 
which her prayers had been answered in the removal 
of divers forms of disease to which she was subject. 
She also repeated a number of passages of Scripture, 
which clearly justified the expectation of being healed 
in answer to the prayer of faith. She also said that 
Jesus had shown her that he was just as ready to 
heal diseases now as he was when on earth ; that 
such healing was expressly promised in Scripture, 
in answer to the prayer of faith, and that it was 
nowhere taken back. These facts, reasoninirs, and 
passages of Scripture, made a deep impression on 
my mind, and, for the first time, T found myself able 
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to believe that Jesus would heal me in answer to 

prayer. She asked me if I could join my faith with 

hers and ask for present healing. I told her I felt 

that I could. We then knelt, and called upon the 

Lord. She offered a mighty pmyer to God, and I 

followed. While she was leading in prayer I felt a 

quickening in my whole being, whereupon my pain 

subsided, and when we rose from prayer I felt that a 

great change had come over me, that I was cured. 

I found that I could walk without my staff or crutch, 

or any assistance from any one. Since then my 

pains have never returned ; I have more than my 

youthful vigor; I walk with more ease and rapidity 

than I ever did in my life, and I never felt so fresh 

and young as I now do, at the age of fifty-two. 

''Now, the hundred and third Psalm is my psalm, 
and my youth is more than renewed, like the eagle's. 
I cannot express the constant joy of my heart for 
the wonderful healing of my soul and body. I feel 
as if I was every whit made whole." 



''JESUS CURED ME." 

Many years ago we became convinced by the word 
of God and by many confirmatory facts, that He who 
has power on earth to fi)rgive sins, has also power to 
say to the sick of the palsy, *'Rise, take up thy bed 
and walk." The less is included in the greater; and 
if human skill can sometimes avail to remedy dis- 
eases while human authority is powerless to forgive 
sins, is it hard to believe that He who blots out 
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transgressions as a thick cloud, is able also to heal 
those bodily infirmities which are the tokens and 
results of transgi'cssion and sin? 

The experiences that confirm this conclusion may 
be too precious to be displayed to the caviling gaze, 
and it is not desirable to diveii: the thoughts of 
persons to human instruments rather than to the Kv- 
ing God. Were it known that the sick were healed 
in answer to the prayers of cerf a in persons yiiresently 
sick people would rush to them for help, instead of 
going to the Lord himself. This is unnecessary. 
The Lord is a God at hand, and not a God afar ofi*; 
and if we need anything, he is pleased to have us ask 
it for ourselves ; and he can hear the poorest, weak- 
est, feeblest saint, as readily as the strongest Chris- 
tian on the earth. 

Nevertheless, a record of cures, ^vrought in answer 
to prayer, is often useful in arresting attention, and 
turning the minds of men away from dnigs that 
poison, and doctors that blunder and sometimes kill, 
to the great Physician who never lost a patient, and 
who now cures a great many cases, no doubt, which 
the doctors get the credit for. And we therefore 
hail with delight any authentic recitals of this kind, 
not because we have doubts or lack evidence, for 
evidence is scattered over every period of the history 
of the Church from the beginning, but simply as a 
means of turning attention to the subject, and encour- 
aginor others to trust in the Lord who has proved 
himself a faithful Creator so many, many times. 

The Advance more than a year ago published an 
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account of the physical recovery of Mrs. Miller, of 
Oberlin, in answer to prayer. That account was 
read in the family of a missionary pastor in Kansas, 
in which was a daughter of twelve years of age, 
seriously afflicted with chronic rheumatism. For 
three years she suffered until the leg was shrunken, 
stiff at the knee, shorter by some two inches than ihe 
other, and the hip-joint was being gradually drawn 
from its socket. The child read of Mrs. Miller's cine 
by prayer, and wondered why she could not also be 
cured by the same means. She repeated to her 
mother some of the promised answers to prayer, and 
asked: "Don't Jesus mean what he says, and isn't 
it just as true now as then ?" The mother endeavored 
to divert her attention by representing the affliction 
as a blessing. The physician also called, and left 
another prescription, and encouraged the child to 
hope for benefit from it. The child could not, how- 
ever, be diverted from the thought that Jesus could 
and would heal her. After the doctor's departure 
she said, "Mamma, I cannot have that plaster put 
on." 

"Why, dear?" 

"Because, mother, Jesus is going to cure me, and 
he must have all the glory. Dr. Blank doesn't believe 
in God ; if we put the plaster on, he will say it was 
that which helped me ; and it will be all Jesus." So 
earnest was she that her mother at length placed the 
package, just as she had received it, on a shelfj and 
said no more about it. 

The little girl and her mother were alone that day, 
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the father being absent from home. When the hous^ 
hold duties were done she called her mother to h^ 

"Mother, will you pray now to Jesus to cure nx^ 
I have got the faith ;. I know he Avill, if you will ^sA 
him." The mother, overcome, yielded to her dmgh- 
ter's request, and commenced praying. She was 
blessed with unusual consciousness of the presence 
of God, and became insensible of all outward sur- 
roundings, pleading for the child. She remained in 
this state of intercession for more than an hour, when 
she was aroused by her daughter, who, with her hand 
on the mother's shoulder, was joyfully exclaiming, 
"Mother, dear mother, wake up! Don't you see 
Jesus has cured me ? Oh, I am well ! I am all well!" 
and she danced about the room literally healed. 

One Aveek from that day, the girl was seen by the 
writer in T/ie Advance, who says she was out sliding 
on the ice Avith her companions. From that day to 
this she has had no further trouble ; the limb is fiill, 
round, and perfect, and there is no difference between 
it and the other. 

To every question asked she replies, with the over- 
flowing gratitude of a loving heart, "Jesus cured me!" 



THE BROTHER'S PRAYER. 

A physician, who for many years practiced to 
profession in the state of California, was called once 
to s(^e the child of ]Mr. Doak, of Calveras county, 
living on the road l)et\veen San Andreas and Stockton, 
and not far from the mining town of Campo Seco,or 
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Dry Camp. He says : — The patient was a little girl 

about ten years of age, bright and intelligent, and 
oue of twins, the other being a boy, equally bright 
and well disposed. The primary symptoms had 
indicated inflammation of the stomach, which ihe 
attending physician had hopelessly combatted ; and 
finally, when by metastasis it attacked the brain, 
with other unfavorable symptoms, he was inclined 
to abandon the case in despair. 

It was at this juncture I was called in. The symp- 
toms were exceedingly unfavorable, and my own 
opinion coincided with my professional brother's. 
However, we determined to go to work. A day and 
night of incessant watching, and the state of the 
patient caused us both to feel the case hopeless, and 
we only continued our attendance at the earnest 
solicitations of the child's mother. The anxious, 
care-worn, and restless sorrow of the little brother, 
Ws deep grief as he saw his sister given up to the 
power of the king of terrors, had attracted our atten- 
tion. He would creep up to the bedside of his sister 
silently, with pale and tearful face, controlling his 
^Qiotion with great eflbrt, and then steal away again 
*'^nd weep bitterly. With a vague, indefinite idea of 
^omfoiiing the little fellow, I took him to my knee, 
^nd was about to utter some platitude, when the little 
^<sllow, looking me in the face, his own the very pic- 
ture of grief, burst out with, — 
**0h. Doctor, must sister die?" 
*«Yes," I replied, ''but"— 
Before I could go farther he again interrupted me : 
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"Oh, Doctor, is there nothing, nothing that wilC 
save her? Can nol)ocly, nobody save my sister?" 

For an in.stant the teachings of a tender and pious 
mother Hashed over my mind. They had been long" 
neglected, were almost forgotten. California iii_ 
those days was not well calculated to fasten more 
deeply on the mind home teachings. There were 
very few whose religious training survived the ordeal, 
and for a long time I had hardly thought of prayer. 
But the question brought out with the vividness of a 
flash of lightning, and as suddenly, all that had been 
obscured by my course of life ; and hardly knowing 
what I did, I spoke to him of\ the power that might 
reside in prayer. I said God had promised to answer 
prayer. I dared not allow^ the skeptical doubt, that 
came to my own mind, meet the ear of that innocent 
boy, and told him, more as my mother had often told 
me than with any thought of impressing a serious 
subject on his mind, that the prayers of little boys 
even, God would hear. I left that night with some 
simple directions, more to satisfy the mother than 
from having the slightest hope of eventual recovery, 
promising to return next day. 

In the morning, as I rode to the door, the little 
boy was playing round with a bright and cheerful 
countenance, and looked so happy that involuntarily 
I asked, — 

'*Is your sister better?" 

"Oh, no. Doctor," he replied, "but she is going 
to get well." 



(( 



How do you know?" I asked. 
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"Because I prayed to God," said he, ''and he told 
me she would." 
"How did he tell you ?" 

The little fellow looked at me for an instant, and 
reyerently placing his hand on the region of his 
heart, said, — 
*'He told me in my heart." 

Going to the room where my patient was lying, I 
found no change whatever, but in spite of my own 
convictions, there had sprung up a hope within me. 
The medical gentleman with whom I was in consul- 
tation came into the room, and as he did, a thought 
of a very simple remedy I had seen used by an old 
negro woman, in a very dissimilar case, occurred to 
my mind. It became so persistently present that I 
mentioned it to my brother practitioner. He looked 
surprised, but merely remarked, "It can do no harm." 
I applied it. In two hour^ we both felt that the case 
was out of danger. 

The second day after that, as we rode from the 
house, my friend asked me how I came to think of 
so simple a remedy. 
''I think it Avas that boy's prayer," I replied. 
**Why, Doctor ! you are not so superstitious as to 
connect that boy's prayers with his sister's recovery ?" 
said he. 

''Yes, I do," I replied; *'for the life of me I can- 
not help thinking his prayers were more powerful 
than our remedies." 

"Then why not just let him pray, and leave your 
remedy alone? It was a simple coincidence," 
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''I thought of that myself," I replied, '<bu1 
this thought presented itself: God could gi 
grain or even bread to feed us, but he has ore 
the labor of the jigrieulturist as the means by 
it is secured ; and I have no doubt that he work^ 
nature through some sort of instrumental agenc 

Years have passed since then, and when dl' 
agements of any kind have arisen in my path, 1 
thought of that child's prayer, and it has dor 
good. 



A TRIPLE CURE. 

God can not only cure sickness, but he cai 
sin, and often both are cured at once. "Thy s 
forgiven thee," was but another way of si 
"Arise, take up thy bed, and walk." 

But sometimes we have need of chastenino 
we may see our sin, and know it, and hate i 
turn to God for healing and for peace. In tl 
of prosperity, conscience may sleep, and wron; 
be indulged in ; but affliction and trial l)ring 
know where we are, and to repent before the 
of every wrong. Our excuses and argument 
subterfuges, which may have stifled our own c< 
tions and stopped the mouths of faithful repr< 
wither to nothing when the rod of God is laid 
our disobedient souls. 

"I want to tell you a little story," writes a < 
tian friend, and it so aptly illustrates this poii 
give it an insertion here : — 
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"One day in October, 1869, our little Nettie was 
taken very sick with cholera infantum. As I have 
no doctor but the Lord, I have to use the weapon 
'all prayer,' and trust the Lord to guide me in u.sing 
means to help in sickness. Well, death threatened 
the little one hard ; she had vomited three or four 
times an hour for twenty-four houi^s ; I had used 
every means that I ever tried in such cases, and 
endeavored also to call upon the name of the Lord 
for help in time of need. 

**I knew he would not suffer death to molest us 
Unless we needed just such chastisement for our good, 
and to make us 'partakers of his holiness.' 

* 'Though we were trying to follow the Lord, yet 
We were not free from the dominion of evil habits. 
I was addicted to the use of snuff, and my husband 
toth smoked and chewed tobacco. We knew it was 
Wrong, antl had tried to break off, but it had seemed 
impossible to free ourselves from its grasp. 

"Well, the little one gi'ew worse, and became 
more unconscious, vomiting as often as once iu ten 
minutes. At length I told the children to leave me 
alone with the dying babe ; and I then promised the 
Lord to do all I could to instruct her in his fear, and 
prayed that if she could live and honor the Lord, 
that he might remove disease, and stay the hand of 
death which seemed to rest upon her. 

"But while I thus laid the case before the Lord, 
all seemed dark in my own mind, until the thought 
struck me, 'If tobacco is laid aside, Nettie will live.' 
I lost no time, but called my husband, and told him 
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I helieved the Lord was ready to rebuke the disease, 
if we were ready to give up the idol, tobacco. 

*'He came to the decision in a moment, and said, 
'If she lives, I shall never use the vile weed again, 
and shall know the Lord has healed the child.' 

''The vomiting stopped instantly, and she seemed 
to sleep calmly, for half an hour, when she awoke 
and called for water. My husband objected to giving 
her any, as nothing had remained on her stomach for 
the last twenty-four hours ; but I told him if the 
Lord had taken her in hand, she would call for just 
what she needed. So we gave her the water, and 
she continued to grow better, and is now in perfect 
health. And though she may yet fall a victim to 
death, we believe in that case it will be for our spir- 
itual good. 

"We both think that the Lord took this way to 
save us from this sin ; praise his holy name ! I was 
very temperate about using snuff, hardly any one 
knew that I took it ; but I believe it to be a sin, as 
really as drinking ardent spirits. If we suffer our- 
selves to be ensnared in small things, the enemy will 
take advantage of us in larger matters. 

"I felt that duty would compel me to let this thing 
be known ; and do not know who else to tell it to ; — 
it is a great cross for me to write it ; but if you can 
draw a few words from it to benefit some of the poor 
souls who are poisoning themselves with the vile 
trash, please do so. E. p." 

We trust that as this sickness was not unto death, 
but for the glory of God, so this publication of the 



story may prove a blessing to some one who is bound 
in the chains of this terrible appetite. 

Doubtless it would astonish most people to learn 
that tobacco is probably doing a worse work for tbe 
race than alcohol. But there is ground for suppos- 
ing that this may be true; and for the following 
reasons : 

1. Tobacco helps kill the dram-drinkers ; ninety- 
nine out of a hundred who use ardent spirits, being 
also first slaves to tobacco, while the strong drink 
alone has the credit of their ruin. 2. Tobacco is by 
for the widest curse ^ for it is not only used by nearly 
all the drunkards, but by tens of thousands of boys, 
girls, men, women, ministers, deacons, doctors of 
divinity, lawyers, and others, who think it injurious, 
or wicked, or disgraceful to drink ardent spirits. 3. 
Tobacco-using leads to the use of strong drink by a 
direct chain of effects. Tobacco soothes and depresses 
nervous action ; alcohol stimulates and excites it. A 
man drinks for excitement y and smokes to calm him 
down. Hence, when he uses tobacco, he craves alco- 
hol ; and when he has had alcohol, he craves tobacco 
again. The two things fit into each other like the 
upper and nether millstone ; and between the two, the 
man gets ground up I 

The tyranny of this habit is terrible. Men accus- 
tomed to the use of tobacco are sick, moody, and 
miserable without it. The reduction of the tobacco 
ration furnished by the contractors in one of our 
penal institutions, lately, caused such a discontent 
that only the msdom and prudence of judicious 
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officers averted a collision which might have cost 
scores of innocent men their lives, and consigneJ 
others to a nmrderer's shameful fate. 

Ouirht Christians to waste their Lord's money in 
such fleshly lusts which war against the soul ? Should 
they not, rather, cleanse themselves from all filthiness 
of the flesh and spirit, perfecting holiness in the fear 
of God? 



A CHILD'S FAITH. 

Visiting one of the mission schools of Brooklyn, I 
was introduced to a remarkable child. He was 
brought into the school from the highways and 
hedges, and we have reason to hope that, young as 
he is, he has l>een taught of God. One day he was 
playing with powder, and putting his mouth at the 
match to blow it ; it exploded, and the whole charge 
went into his face and eyes. For some time he was 
totally blind, and the physician gave but little hoi)e 
of recovery. But the little sufierer was patient and 
calm, and even hopeful; sitting through the dark 
da}s meditating on what he had learned at the 
mission Sabbath-school, and repeating passages of 
Scripture and many a beautiful hymn. 

One evening after the physician had spoken (li.s- 
couragingly, and his parents, as he perceived, were 
in deep distress, he was absorbed on his knees in a 
corner of the room in earnest prayer. His voice, 
though subdued almost to a whisper, was indicative 
of intense feeling. His parents inquired what ho 
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kd been praying so earnestly for. *'Why," said he, 
"that Jesus Christ would open my eyes. The 
doctor says- he can't, so I thought I would ask the 
Saviour to do it for me." Here was faith in its 
simplest form. It was the faith of a ehikV; and his 
prayer was heard. He can now see. AVhat Christian 
may not take a lesson from this childlike contidence ? 



CHRIST THE PHYSICIAN. 

Christ not only can, but will, cast out devils now, 
as in olden times. In my mother's family insanity 
is hereditary ; but few of my ancestors have escaped 
"the curse," and they only through the mercy of 
Christ Jesus. My mother was one of the many vic- 
tims. She had a great deal of ambition, pride, and 
jealousy lest she should not be * 'loved as she loved." 
It was her great delight to excel in fine houses, fine 
horses, fine. clothes. Her hatred of a successful rival 
Was extreme, yet she would have laid down her life 
for one she loved. I do not think she ever thouorht 

o 

about what was in store for her. A change came — 
fortune vanished ; not so pride and jealousy. They 
had mastered her too long, and now crushed the 
heart that had fostered them. There was no moan 
for the long w^asted life only this : ''What shall I 
live for now? I shall kill myself." "I will never 
he made an object of pity," was her constant cry. 
The l)itter curse was upon her. Ten years ago I 
Was called "a second edition of my mother," and was 
of a most melancholy habit of mind. I often heard 
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vagiio whispers tell that I, too, was doomed — **so 
lik(^ h(»r mother, poor dear." Filled with terror at 
wjint seenunl my inevitable fate, I went to my grand- 
mother and begged her to go with me to a physician, 
that something might be done to save me. She lis- 
tened patiently until I had made known all my fears. 
Her answer has been my salvation, not only from 
insanity, but from that thing more to be dreaded- 
sin. 

"My daughter, have you never thought of the 
great Physician who purges our hearts of all unclean 
things ; — the spirits of ungoverned temper, pride, 
jealousy, envy, hatred, and selfishness? My child, 
yon, like your mother, are the victim of the evil 
spirits. Go to the Lord Jesus, tell him all you have 
told me, and he will certainly help you to cast out 
the devils yourself, while they are yet young in 
power ; lest in the dark days that come to all flesh, 
they drag your soul down into the valley of despair." 

I had never thought much about God, although I 
had • prayed every night and morning, in a formal 
way, since I could first talk, sixteen years before. 
Now the old forms did no good. Long I remained 
on my knees in secret, almost in despair, lest God 
would not hear the prayer of one so wicked. My 
heart w^as full, yet I could only groan between my 
sobs, "Lord, have mercy on me a sinner." I felt 
comforted ; a great burden seemed to have been lifted 
from my heart, as then on my knees I laid bare my 
heart, begging my Saviour to look down and heal 
me. IVIy Father answered my prayer. From that 
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day a new life was in me. Ten years of life, with 
their joys and sorrows, have passed over my head; 
and I find myself a new woman, so changed by long 
suffering as to be unrecognizable as the proud, pas- 
sionate girl of long ago. When trouble assailed me, 
I went direct to my God for help ; and never has he 
withheld his grace. I tjan truly say I have no fear 
of insanity now. Do I not tremble for my children ? 
Not at all. They have the same Jesus that helped 
me. I have taken great pains to show them the 
truth, at the same time resigning them to his care 
and love. 

Hearing of persons who helplessly yield to such 
evils, I cannot help thinking: '*0 ye of little faith." 
Why could not such people know that He is all pow^ 
erful, and ready to help those who ask his aid ? who 
cry out above all things, "My Father, save my soul, 
and give me grace to bear whatever cross thou may est 
see fit to lay on my shoulders, with patience, and 
love for thyself, who art so good and tender a Father 
to thy children. Left to myself, I become the abid- 
ing place of devils, but where thou art. Master, they 
cannot come." 



THE SICK TEACHER RESTORED. 

The following authentic account is extracted from 
a work entitled, '^Branches Running Over the Wall ;" 
written by Mr. R. E. Cranfield, and published by 
the London Sunday -School Union: 

"About thirty years ago, a beloved friend and 
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fellow-laborer was taken alarmingly ill, and his 
stitution being delicate, it was feared that he > 
not be able to resist so violent an attack, 
was a man most highly esteemed both by tea 
and children ; indeed, I never knew a n;an 
generally beloved. Kind and gentle in his de 
mcnt, superior in natural and acquired talent 
zealously devoted to the interests of the youn 
was formed both by nature and grace to be a te 
of the very first order. His sudden indispoi 
spread a gloom over many hearts, and praye: 
made without censing unto God for him. Se 
friends agreed to engage in this exercise < 
morning at eleven o'clock, and the result was w 
for with the greatest anxiety. The next Sal 
came, and this faithful servant of Christ, t 
human appearance, was fast approaching the 
of death ; a few hours, it was thought, would t 
nate his useful career. 

"But,- though cast down, his friends were n 
despair. A special prayer-meeting was appc 
to be held in the evening on his behalf, whicl 
attended ])y not less than between two and 
hundred persons ; and never did Christians app< 
be more united in purpose, more earnest in d 
and more interested in the one important obje 
which they were assem])led, than were the frien 
that occasion. It was, in truth, a solemn se 
Every soul seemed dissolved in tenderness, 
every eye melted to tears ; while the langna 
each heart appeared to be, 'I am distressed for 



toy brother Jonathan.' For my own part, I felt so 

overcome by Jthe intense sympathy and earnestness 

displayed, that I was glad to retire from the meeting 

unobserved, that I might commune with my own 

heart, and be still. The next day was with me a 

day of much anxiety, but in the evening I was 

greatly relieved by the information that the disorder 

of my friend had taken a sudden and favoiiible 

change, at the very hour appointed for prayer; 

affbrdins: a strikino^ illustration of the faithfulness of 

the promise, 'Before they .call I will answer, and 

while they are yet speaking I will hear.' From that 

hour the sufferer began slowly to amend, until he 

was again I'estored to health, and to the duties from 

which he had for a season been laid aside. 

"But the most extraordinary part of the story 
remains to 1)0 told. At the meeting referred to, an 
aged teacher, a man remarkable for the strength and 
simplicity of his faith, was called upon to pray. 
Whilst pleading with God on l)ehalf of his friend, 
Hezekiah's sickness and recovery came forcil^ly to 
his mind, and he prayed that God would be pleased, 
as in the case of Israel's king, to add fifteen years to 
the valuable life of his aflflicted brother. Time 
rolled on, carrying many who had engaged in this 
interesting sei^vice to the ocean of eternity, and with 
them the venerable man who had offered this singular 
prayer. He whose life had been given at his jietition 
Wept over his remains, crying, 'Alas, my brother ! ' 
and followed him to the opened tomb. Years again 
passed away, and the circumstance of the fifteen 
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years was forgotten by most, but not by him 
whom it particularly referred. He treasured it 
iu his memory until old age, with its accompany 
infirmities, came stealing upon him. One day, w! 
remarking upon it -to his family, he said, 'T 
prayer has been signally answered, for this v 
week the fifteen years have expired.' In the ev 
ing the worn-out pilgrim retired to his rest ; 
oh, how sweet, how peaceful was that rest ! It ^ 
the rest that remaineth for the people of G 
Before another morning dawned he had passed wh 
the wicked cease from troubling, and the weary 
at rest." 



ANN MATHER'S RESTORATION. 

Ann Mather, a daughter of the celebrated Jos 
Benson, the Methodist commentator, was afflic 
with a lameness in both her feet for some years 
that she had no use of them, and was unable to t 
a step. She finally had not the slightest feelin; 
them, could not bear the least weight upon th 
and had in no w^ay been al^le to move them for n: 
than a year. Before the birth of her third child, 
became so reduced, that her friends entertained m 
fears for her safety. She gave birth, however, 
fine boy, and gradually recovered her strength, 
her lameness remained the same. Mr. Benson ( 
tinned to })rcsent her case before the Lord in pra^ 
and endeavored to encourage her by reference to 
Divine promises, which are all yea and amen in Ch 
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Jesus. His mind was much comforted from a sermon 
preached by the Rev. Sanmel Lear, from our Lord's 
words, ** Verily, verily, I say unto you, Whatsoever 
ye shall ask the Father in my name, he will give it 
)ou ;" and his faith was much increased in rejrard to 
the case of Mrs, Mather. The following extract from 
his journal will represent in how remarkable a way 
his prayer was answered. 

**Oct. 4th. This evening the Lord has shown us 
an extraordinary instance of his love and power. My 
dear Ann, though safely delivered of a fine and 
healthy child, and restored in a great measure with 
respect to her appetite and digestion, yet remained 
without any use of either of her feet, and indeed 
without the least feeling of them, or a])ility to walk 
a step, or lay the least weight upon them, nor had 
she any use of them for upward of twelve months. 
I was very much afraid that the sinews would be con- 
tracted, and that she would lose the use of them for- 
ever. We prayed, however, incessantly, that this 
might not be the case ; but that it would please the 
Lord, for the sake of her three little children, to 
restore her. This day a part of my family and some 
of my pious friends went to take tea at her house ; 
Mr. Mather bringing her down in his arms, into the 
dining-room. After tea I spoke of the certainty of 
God's hearing the prayer of his faithful people, and 
repeated many of his promises to that purpose. I 
also enlarged on Christ's being the same yesterday, 
to-day, and forever, and still both able and willing to 
give relief to his afflicted people ; that though he had. 
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cloul)tless, done many of his miracles of healing chiefly 
to prove himself the Messiah, yet that he did not do 
them for that end only, but also to grant relief to 
human misery, out of his great compassion for suffer- 
in<r mankind ; and that not a few of his other miracles 
of mercy he had wrought principally or only for this 
latter purpose, and that he was still full of compas- 
sion for the miserable. I then said, 'Ann, before we 
go to prayer, we will sing the hymn which was full 
of consolation to your mother ;' and I gave out the 
words of the first verse : 

•Thy ann, Lord, is not shortened now, 
It wants not now the power to save ; 

StiU present with thy people, Thou 
Bearest them through life's disparted wave.* 

"After singing, we kneeled dowutopraj' ; and Ao^ 
took the child to give it the breast, that it might no^ 
disturb us with crying, while we were engaged ill- 
prayer. I prayed first, and then Mr. McDonald 9 
all tlie company joining fervently in our supplications- 
We pleaded in prayer the Lord's promises, and 
especially that he has said, that whatever two or threa 
of his people should agree to ask, it should be done 
for them. Matt, xviii. 19. Immediately on our 
rising from our knees, Ann beckoned to the nurse to 
take the child, and then instantly rose up, and said, 
'I can walk, I feel I can;' and proceeded half over 
the room ; when her hus])and, afraid lest she should 
fall, stepped to her, saying, 'My dear Ann, what arc 
you about?' She put him off with her hands, saying, 
'I don't need you ; I can walk alone ;' and then walked 
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tliree times over the floor ; after which, going to a 
corner, she knelt down, and said, 'Oh, let us give 
God thanks !' We kneeled down, and gave thanks ; 
Ann continuing on her knees all the time, at least 
twenty minutes. She then came to me, and with a 
flood of tears threw her arms about my neck, and 
then did the same, first to one of her sisters, and then 
to the other, and afterwards to Mrs. Dickenson ; 
every one in the room shedding tears of gratitude 
and joy. She then desired her husl)and's brother to 
come up stairs ; and when he entered the room, she 
cried out, 'Adam, I can walk !' and to show him that 
she could, immediately walked over the floor and 
hack again. It was, indeed, the most affecting sea- 
son I ever witnessed in my life. She afterward, 
without any help, walked up stairs into her lodging 
room, and with her husband, kneeling down, joined 
in prayer and praise. 

"In conversation with her aftei*T\'ard, I learned from 
her the following particulars : — That when she was 
hrought down into the dining-room, a little stool was 
placed under her feet, but which she felt no more 
than if her feet had been dead. While we were sing- 
ing the hymn, she conceived faith that the Lord 
Would heal her ; began to feel the stool, and pushed 
it away ; then set her feet on the floor and felt that. 
While we prayed, she felt a persuasion she could 
Walk, and was half inclined to rise up with the child 
in her arms ; but thinking to do that would be thought 
rash, she delayed till we had done praying ; and then 
immediately rose up, and walked as above related," 
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The persons who were present and witnessed this 
remarkable scene were all distinguished for intelli- 
gence and personal piety. Rev. James McDonald, 
who followed Mr. Benson in prayer, was afterward 
his biographer ; and in making reference to this won- 
derful healing, says : **A11 believed that the power 
to walk, which she received in an instant, was com- 
municated by an immediate act of Omnipotence." 
The account was also published in the London Meth- 
odist Magazine^ from which the foregoing statement 
is extracted. 



BRAMWELL'S PRAYERS FOR THE SICK. 

The godly William Bramwell, so famed among 
the Methodists of olden time, had repeated proofs 
that the prayer of faith shall save the sick. An 
instance is related by Mr. John Clark, of Northamp- 
ton, who, after years of intimate acquaintance with 
him, bears witness, that in holiness of life and con- 
versation, he never saw his equal. Says Mr. 
Clark :— 

*'I was once attacked by a violent pleuritic fever, 
when all around me despaired of my life. Many of 
our kind friends visited me in my affliction ; and 
almost unceasing supplication was offered up to God 
for my recovery. But all prayers appeared to be 
without effect till Mr. Bramwell came home out of 
the circuit. He immediately came to see me, and on 
entering the room, was quite astonished at beholding 
such a woful change in my appearance. He thought 
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I had all the marks of a speedy dissolution upon nic ; 
and giving me a look of the greatest sympatliy, ho 
raised my head a little higher by means of a pillow. 
He then went to the foot of the bed, and l>o<2:au to 
pray to God in my behalf. His faith seemed to gjiin 
ground as he proceeded. He continued his interces- 
sions with the greatest fei'vency, and, in an agony, 
asked, in submission to the will of God, that I might 
be restored. The Lord heard and answered his 
servant's prayers. For I immediately experienced 
such sweet tranquility and melting of soul, as I am 
unable to describe. From that moment my recovery 
commenced, and I was soon strong enough to resume 
my ordinary occupations." 

Mr. Thomas Rider, a local preacher of Thorngum- 
bald, relates the following account : — 

"In the year 1805, our daughter Abigail was so 
very ill of whooping-cough, that at times she ap- 
peared to lose her breath, and my wife often thought 
she was dead. Mr. Bramwell was in the Hull cir- 
cuit ; and when in that pai-t of Holderness where we 
then lived, he slept in our house. At one of his 
visits, we told him how violently our little girl was 
afflicted. He asked several questions concerning 
her, and then said, 'Let us pray !' We knelt down, 
and the man of God prayed with peculiar fervor, 
and apparently in strong faith, that the Lord would 
bless the child, and speedily restore her. The Al- 
mighty, whose eyes are over the righteous, and 
whose ears are open to their prayers, heard and . 
answered the prayer of bis servant. Our daughter 
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l)cgan to recover from that hour, and never after- 
ward had a severe attack." 

In 1804, Mr. Bramwell preached at Hull, and 
while there, his biographer, James Sigston, to whose 
"Life of Bramwell" we are indebted for these anec- 
dotes, relates the following instance of God's power: 

"In the frost of 1804-5, Mr. Brayshaw, of Hull, 
had the misfoii:une to fall, and pitch upon his right 
elbow. Not finding much inconvenience at the time, 
he neglected to apply anything to it, until about the 
middle of February, when a mortification ensued. 
So rapid was its progress, that his medical attend- 
ants had determined to amputate his arm as soon as 
he should have sufficient strength to undergo the 
operation. They probed and laid it open to the 
bone ; but so much was nature exhausted, that it 
was feared at every subsequent dressing he would 
die. An asthmatical cough, to which he had been 
long subject, then suddenly stopped ; a convulsive 
hiccup came on ; and all hopes of his recovery were 
lost. His family were called in ; he took an affec- 
tionate leave of them ; and gave them, as he thought, 
his last blessing. 

"At this important crisis, Messrs. Griffith and 
Bramwell called to see him as they were going to 
the select band. Mrs. Brayshaw requested they 
would remember her husband at a thix)ne of grace in 
the band meeting. And while they were engaged 
at the meeting in agonizing prayer for his recovery, 
Mr. Brayshaw began to cough ; the hiccup left him, 
and his asthmatical cough returned; so that he 
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ered, to the great surprise of all arouncl him. 
md called after the band meeting, and o})8erved 
he was almost sure that Mr. Brayshaw wouhl 
er, for there had been such an uncommon 
uring of the Spirit, accompanied by such faith 
prayer was made by those men of God for his 
?ry, that she had no doubt concerning his rcs- 
3n. The event proved the correctness of her 
)u ; and it was generally thought to be a mirac- 
cure In answer to prayer." 
>ug with these manifestations of Divine power 
sw^er to his prayers, Mr. Bramwell seemed 
imes to possess a wonderful discernment of 
J, which was exhibited in the detection of 
tors, and the unmasking of hypocrites and 
^ers whom he had never seen before, 
ne day," said Mr. Stones, a traveling preacher, 
e and I were going together to visit the sick, 
ssed a public house, out of which came a man, 
s w^e got beyond the door. When we had 
3ded a little farther, Mr. Bramwell groaned in 

and said, 

The Lord have mercy on that man ! Do you 
who he is?' 

replied, 'Yes, sir. Do you?' 
^o,' said he, 'but this I know, that he is a 
t infidel.' 

3ear Mr. Bramwell !' said I, 'do not say so.' 
e replied, with increased emphasis, 'I am sure 

He is a perfect infidel!^ 

is remarkable that this very man, to my 
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cei-tain knowledge, was then, and for aught I know 
to the contrary, is still, such a character for infidelity 
and profaneuess as perhaps has not his equal in all 
Yorkshire, if in the united kingdom." 



THE PRAYING INDIANS. 

Dr. Cotton Mather, in his Magnalia, or Ecclesias- 
tical History of New England, relates the folio wing 
incident : — 

**Our Christian Indians are distinguished hy the 
name of Spraying Indians'; and when they have 
become Christians they have been favored by Heaven 
with notable successes of their praying. 

*' There lived at Martha's Vineyard a godly Indian 
named William Lay, who was both a magistrate and 
a minister among his countrymen. This man was, 
in the year 1690, visited with a sore fit of sickness, 
which prevailed upon him so far that he lay speech- 
less, in the last conflict with death, as his friends 
apprehended, for several days together. At length 
his wife, supposing his end very near, desired 
Japhet, the pastor of the Indian church, to pray 
with him ; who, coming to the house, could scarce 
perceive any life now left in him. However, Japhet 
would not pray at this time without first singing a 
psalm ; and particularly the eleven first verses of the 
eighty-eighth psnlm. 

''Now they had hardly sung two verses before the 
dying man began to revive, and stir up his eyes, and 
move his lips, and lift his hands ; and then he began 
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io sing with ihcm, and qaiekly his voice was as high, 
f not higher, tliun any of theirs. Thus he continued 
inging, with his hands lifted up, until they had 
oncluded; and then laying down his hands, he 
eemed agiiin fallen into his dying posture. 

"Japhet then goes to prayer, and soon after 
►rayer was begun, the sick man began once more to 
evive ; and, lifting up his hand, he got Japhet by 
he hand, and held him till prayer was ended : and 
lieu he immediately opened his mouth in the praises 
•f God, who, he said, had heard prayer on his behalf, 
nd graciously restored him fi*om the mouth of the 
frave, that he might see his goodness in this world ; 
md he believed would bestow life eternal on him 
n the world to come. 

"The man recovered, and walked abroad ; but 
ibout half a year after this, he fell into another 
sickness, whereof he died." 



THE DAUGHTER'S PRAYER. 

The late Dr. Krummacher, chaplain to the King 
)f Prussia, in referring to faith and prayer, writes 
IS follows : *'A little incident occurs to me which I 
an hardly withhold, on account of its simplicity and 
►eauty. The mother of a little girl, only four years 
f age, had been for some time most seriously ill. 
he physician had given her up. When the little 
jr\ heard this, she went into an adjoining room, 
:nelt down, and said: 'Dear Lord Jesus, O make 
fiy mother well again.' 
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'* And after she had thus prayed, she said, as thougt 
in God's name, with as deep a voice as she could: 
'Yes, my dear child, I will do it gladly !' 

''This was the little girl's Amen. She rose up, 
joyfully ran to her mother's bed, and said, 'Mother, 
you will get well !' 

"And she recovered, and is in health to this day. 
Is it, then, ever permitted for me to pray thus uncon- 
ditionally respecting temporal concerns ? No, thou 
must not venture to do so, because thoi^ canst still 
ask and doubt. But shouldst thou ever be inclined 
by God's Spirit to pray thus, without doubt or scru- 
ple, in a filial temper, and with simplicity of heart, 
resting on the true foundation, and in genuine faith, 
then pray thus by all means 1 None dare censure 
thee ; God will accept thee." 



WISDOM IN PERPLEXITY. 

In the spring of 1879 we removed our home froni 
Boston to Chelsea, Mass., as we were exhausted >vith 
the cares and weariness of city life, and desired 
more retirement and quiet. !My wife was worn out) 
and had been sufforinor from various ailments foi' 
many years ; and the labor of moving and settling in 
the new home, with the confusion incident to repair- 
ing and fitting up the home, exhausted her strength, 
and she was taken violently ill. Day after day and 
week after week she sufiered beneath the power of 
disease, while we watched anxiously by her side and 
sought in every way to alleviate her distress. All 
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Our efforts seemed in vain, and the aspect of the ease 
Was most discouraging. Her appetite failed, and 
^Jie was unable to retain the sHightest nourishment 
q)on her stomach. Every thing she ate nauseated 
ler, and produced the most painful effects, so that 
t last it seemed as if she was destined to starve to 
lealh though surrounded by plenty. 

One day she called me to her bedside, and refer- 
inor to our removal, told me that she thouofht she 
aust die. She could see no possible chance for her 
estoration.* Her race seemed run. Our chano:e of 
esidence seemed to have been a great mistake, and 
he saw no possibility of recovery. It was a sad 
iour,and we knew not what to do. We did not 
ack the aid of kind and skillful physicians, but the 
Hsease seemed to be beyond their reach, and we 
mew not how to overcome its power. Troubled and 
listressed in my own mind, I turned from her bed- 
side, and passing into the next room, bowed before 
-he Lord; and repeating the promise, *'If any of 
rou lack wisdom, let him ask of God, that giveth to 
ill men liberally," I humbly asked of God, since 
[ lacked wisdom^ and knew not what to do or which 
tray to turn, that he would grant me the wisdom I 
leeded in that distressing hour. 

In a moment, while upon my knees, there came to 
ny mind the recollection of an incident which oc- 
uiTcd in my boyhood, between thirty and forty 
ears before. I was taken suddenly ill one summer, 
nd for hours could retain nothing upon my stom- 
ch. All food was rejected, and even a spoonful of 
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clear, cold water, would cause instant and severe 
vomiting. After suffering in this way for some 
time, a lady in the neighborhood came to care for 
mc in my sickness. She took a clean iron vessel, 
and placing some fine wheat flour in it, set it over 
the fire, stirring it and watching it carefully until it 
was scorched almost as brown as a chestnut. She 
then took a small quantity of this scorched flour, and 
made me some gruel, and gave me a tea-spoonful of 
it. It remained upon my stomach. She continued 
to administer it in small quantities, and I remember 
that when symptoms of vomiting occurred, she took 
a cokl hen's egg and laid it upon my throat, just 
above the breast bone, changing the egg as it grew 
warm, for another which was cold ; and her skillful 
nursing soon brought me to my ordinary condition 
of health. 

I do not know that I had thought of this circum- 
stance for years, but all at once it came up before my 
mind. I immediately went to the stove, scorched 
some flour, put a little of it into some water, and 
gave a spoonful of it to my wife. Her stomach did 
not reject it, nor did it cause her distress. I con- 
tinued to feed her with it hour after hour, and from 
that day, and under the influence of that simple rem- 
edy, she commenced to recover and was soon in a 
condition of comparative health. 

There may have been nothing miraculous in this 
cure. The chan-ed flour combined in itself antiseptic 
and nutritive qualities, and it was the most natural 
thing in the world that any sickness of the stomach 
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or bowels should be cured by it. But the question 
might be raised, why in all her sickness this remedy 
was not thought of before ; or why, after the lapse of 
thirty or forty years, was that scene so suddenly 
hrought to my mind ? For my pai-t I hold it as a 
fulfillment of the promise of Him who said, "If any 
of you lack wisdom^ let him ask of God, that giveth 
to all men liberally, and upbraideth not, and it shall 
be given him." His Spirit can bring all things to our 
remembrance. Happy are they who know how to 
carry their sorrows to this gracious Friend, and find 
in him a comforter in distress, a present help in every 
time of need. 



THE SAVED HAND. 

Some years ago, a minister of the gospel was 
preaching about the benefits and blessings that may 
be obtained by prayer. <'I once knew a little boy," 
said he, **who had a very bad sore on his right hand. 
It got worse in spite of all that was done for it. At 
last it began to mortify, and the doctor said it would 
have to be taken ofi*, in order to save his life. 

"The day was fixed for the operation. The little 
boy was a Christian. He had a little, retired, shady 
spot in a corner of his fother's garden, where he used 
often to go and take his book, when he wanted to 
have a quiet time for reading. When he heard the 
doctor say that his hand must be cut off, he felt very 
Bad ; he did not want to loose his right hand. So he 
went to that quiet, shady spot in the garden, and 



274 £B£>£Zf:iiS. 

there kneeled down and prayed that God would 
make his hand better, and let it get well agaia 
withont havino: to be cut off. 

''The next day, when the doctor Ciime to look at 
his hand, he was very much surprised to find it look- 
ing a great deal better. The next day it was better 
still; and the third day, he said he thought it was 
going to get well , and that it would not be necessary 
to have it taken off. 

*'The little boy grew up to be a man. He became 
a minister ; and this," said the speaker, holding up 
his hand, ''is the right hand that was saved by 
prayer from being cut off. And I hold up this hand 
before you as a proof of the blessings that may be 
obtained in answer to prayer." 



HEALING OF ELIZABETH SHAW. 

Mr. John Pawson, a co-worker with the Wesleys, 
relates the following : — 

I was stationed in the Lees circuit, in the year 
1775 ; we then preached at Staincross, at the house 
of Joseph Shaw, an Israelite indeed. His wife, who 
had long experienced the power of divine grace, 
gave me the following relation, the truth of which 
may be depended upon, for if ever there were ai> 
upright woman, she certainly was one, as many now 
living can testify. 

One day in the middle of summer she was wash- 
ing, and had hung part of the linen out to dry ; but 
a heavy shower of rain coming on, she ran out 
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iastilyto fetch in the clothes. Being in ii sweat, 
and without her gown, she got exceeding wet; this 
occasioned a severe cold, wiiich was followed by a 
most violent rheumatism throughout all her limbs. 
She was confined to her bed for a long time, in 
excruciating pain day and night, and was so helpless 
as to be oblifired to have a cord fixed to the bed's 
head, by taking hold of which she could ease herself 
a little. A medical gentleman from Wakefield 
attended her for some time, but she got no relief. 

Growing weary of her long confinement, and worn 
out with the pain she endured, she said to her 
husband one day : "Joseph, I cannot bear to lie here 
any longer ; do get the couch-chair and set it near 
thefii'e, and get some pillows and place them upon 
it, and then try if you can get me up, and lay me 
there ; perhaps I may be able to get a little ease that 
Way." Joseph, beings a kind, afiectionate husband, 
did as she requested, making everything as comfort- 
able as he could ; and when he had done all in his 
power to relieve her, he went out about his business, 
he bein«: a farmer. 

When her husband was gone, a variety of thoughts 

flowed in upon her mind, and she reasoned thus 

with herself: '*Here I lie, a poor, helpless, miserable 

creature ; and so I am likely to remain, for there is 

no help for me in man ; all human means are ineflect- 

ual. But if our blessed Lord was now upon the 

earth, I would send Joseph to him, and let him 

know how bad I am ; and how soon he would come 

and heal me I Or he would speak the word, and I 
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should be well in an instant ! But has he not the 
same power, and the same tender pity and love for 
his poor, distressed creature, now he is in heaven, 
that he had while here upon earth? Surely he has, 
for he is unchangeal)ly the same, yesterday, to-day, 
and forever. If, then, I could believe, surely he 
would heal me, bad as I am ! He has said, 'Accord- 
ing to your faith, be it unto you;' and faith, too, 
is his own gift : I will, therefore, pray to him 
that he may give me power to believe." She then 
broke out in earnest prayer, and found uncommon 
liberty, and access to the throne of grace. And at 
lens^th she thouorht she could believe that our Lord 
would heal her ; and was enabled to lay hold upon 
his truth and faithfulness, upon his infinite mercy 
and boundless love. She then endeavored to rise 
from her couch, and was enabled so to do. To her 
astonishment, she could staixd upright, and found 
that she was perfectly well. Upon this, she thought, 
"But I will try w hether the cure is perfectly wrought 
or not," iuid immediately got the brush and began to 
sweep the house. While thus employed, Joseph 
returned to inquire how she was; Having half 
opened the door, and seeing her sweeping the room, 
he was not a little surprised, and stopped short. 
She happened to look up, and perceiving his aston- 
ishment, said, "Yes, you may well look. Here I 
am, as well as ever I was in my life. I have prayed 
to our blessed Lord, and he has healed me, and I am 
perfectly well." And so she contiiuied. It is easy 
to suppose that her heart was filled with gratitude to 
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cT great Deliverer; and her Christian friends, as 
toll as all her family, cheerfully joined with her in 
Host devoutly praising the Lord for liis wonderful 
display of his tender pity, power, and love. 

It is probable that some persons will deny the 
fact; and others will ascribe it to power of iinaji^ina- 
tion. With regard to the fact, it can be well attested 
I)y persons of the greatest credit, now livinjj:, that 
there is no just ground to call it in question. And 
if she could exercise her imagination in such a 
manner as to l)e delivered from so painful and 
distressing a situation, it was happy for her. But it 
afforded her far more solid happiness, to believe 
that a compassionate God had mercifully interj)osed 
in her behalf, and in answer to prayer, had graciously 
healed her. If any i>erson sui)poses himself pos- 
sessed of ability to teach afflicted peoi)le the happy 
art of imagining themselves well, and that u[)on so 
doing, they really are well, I doubt not but he will 
get employment enough. But those w ho form their 
ideas of the infinitely blessed God from that revela- 
tion which he has made of himself to us in his Holy 
Word, will find no difficulty in ascribing this great 
deliverance to its real cause, viz., to the mighty 
power of God ; and give the glory to him unto whom 
it is most justly due. 

To see and acknowledge the hand of God in the 
way of his providence, is our duty ; and will be 
attended with unspeakable delight, as we shall fre- 
quently behold his wisdom, power, and goodness 
wonderfully displayed ; and as this will fill our soul/ 
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with gratitude, so it will constrain us to give unto 
him the honors due unto his holy name. ** Whoso is 
wise, and will observe these things, even they shall 
understand the loving-kindness of the Lord." Ps. 
evii. 43. 



YELLOW FEVER HEALED. 

Dr. J. Loifchild, in his volume of " Remarkable 
Facts," records the following circumstance, as related 
to him by the son of a Christian missionary : 

"I well remember hearing my mother speak in 
touching terms of the narrow escapes my father had 
during our sojourn in Jamaica. Once w^e were 
nearly thrown, together with the horse and gig, over a 
steep precipice into the sea. My father endured five 
attacks of yellow fever, and on one occasion he suf- 
fered so much, that the medical attendants gave up 
all hopes of his recovery. For some time he linger- 
ed in a state of insensibility hardly to be described. 
My mother watched and wept, friends did the same ; 
the faithful Christian negroes also wept as they saw 
life fast el)bing away. Death seemed just about to 
seize his prey. Prayer-meetings were held, and at 
last some hundreds of negroes were assembled, and 
earnestly beseeching Almighty God, with tears, to 
spare the life of their beloved missionary. Often 
had he stood up before judges in their defense. Often 
had he been cast into prison for protecting them from 
their tyrannical oppressors ; and now, with a warmth 
of affection and intensity of feeling unknown amon^-st 
Christians in England, they cried mightily to God. 
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Hour after hour jiassed l)y ; messengei's were passing 
from the chapel to the mission-house to obtain tidings 
of the sick man. At length, when life seemed ahout 
to depart, the pious negi-oes agreed to unite silently 
in one heartfelt petition to Ilim in whose hand our 
breath is : and believing that 'man doth not live by 
hread alone, but by every word that i)r()eeedeth out 
of the mouth of God,' they thus unitedly prayed. 
That multitude joined in one petition ascending from 
their inmost souls ; and at that very hour the shadow 
of death fled at the relmke of the Lord ! A change 
took place, signs of health appeared, and he, for whoso 
restoration so many supplicants prayed, was raised 
up fi'om his bed of languishing ; and that cha[)el and 
mission-house did indeed become filled with songs of 
joy, praise, and thanksgiving. 'He lives ! he lives !' 
was the joyful exclamation that ran from one to an- 
other through that congregation, with an effect which 
I cannot describe, and which was greatly increased 
by the emotional nature of the unsophisticated 
negroes. 

*'This touching incident in the life of my father is, 
to my mind, a strong proof of the truth of our holy 
religion. Here was something of an altogether higher 
than human origin, in the commencement, progress, 
and issue. Can infidelity or atheism point to such 
effects or to such a result ? It was the preaching of 
Jesus which led these poor, despised negroes to act 
as they did. Their missionary was to them the mes- 
senger of Christ and the bearer of glad tidings, and 
on that account they loved him. That love was from 
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heaven, — its emotions and effects were heavenly. 
The missionary's love to Christ prompted him to do 
for the negroes what no human consideration would 
ever have accomplished. Missionary and people 
were there united with a love stronger than death." 



(( 



A CASE OF DROPSY HEALED. 

It is too evident," says Mr. Pawson, *'that deism 
exceedingly prevails in the present age, and that 
practical atheism is the natural fruit of it. Many 
there are who seem to take pleasure in reasoning 
God out of the world, and who would be glad to 
make mankind believe that he does not concern 
himself in the smallest degree, with the affairs of 
his creatures. For a serious Christian to acknowl- 
edge any extraordinary, interposition of God in 
answer to prayer; or to believe anything which 
cannot be accounted for from natural causes, is, in 
this age of infidelity, accounted downright enthu- 
siasm. But if this be deemed enthusiasm, to ac- 
knowledge God in all our ways, to see this kind and 
gracious hand in all his conduct towards us, whether 
with respect to our body or our soul, I most devoutly 
pray that the Lord may confirm and establish me in 
this sort of enthusiasm, so that I may live and die 
under the influence of it. 

"In meeting the classes this quarter, a very serious 
and sensible man gave the following account, w^hich 
several persons who met in the same class, bore 
witness to the truth of, from their own knowledge. 
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I therefore desired him to write it down, as I con- 
ceived we ought to be of the same mind with the 
Psalmist, who repeatedly cries out, *0h that men 
Avould praise the Lord for his goodness, and for his 
Avonderful works to the children of men !' 

"The account which the person has given me, in 
his own hand, is as follows : 

" 'On Thursday, the 11th of August, 1796, I felt 
a violent pain in my stomach ; to remove which I 
tried several things in vain. On Sunday, the 14th, 
I began to swell; and on the 18th, I was satisfied 
that my complaint was a dropsy, from this circum- 
stance, that if I pressed with my finger upon any 
part of my body, the impression remained for a 
considerable time. One of our friends advised me 
to use a milk diet, which I did, and continued to do. 
On Sunday, the 21st, a few of our friends spent 
some time in prayer with me. One of them said, 
**I found great liberty in prayer for you in my family ; 
nevertheless, as we ought to make use of every 
lawful means for our recovery from sickness, I 
advise you to go to Dr. Hawes" in Spittle Square, 
to-morrow morning, who gives advice to poor people 
at eisrht o'clock." 

" 'After our friends were gone, I found much near- 
ness to God in private prayer, yet not without the 
buffetings of Satan, who suggested to my mind, 
''The dropsy is incurable, and it is downright enthu- 
siasm to expect the Lord to work miracles." Yet 
from the consideration of the Lord's former mercies 
to me, together with the strong desire I felt to 
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believe that he would even grant me my request In 
this instance also, I continued in prayer, or rather in 
a sort of silent waiting upon the Lord. My mind 
Avas in a heavenly frame, and I had a clear view of 
the wonderful Avorks of God, especially of his love 
manifested in the redemption of mankind. 

*' 'The next morning at eight o'clock, I went to 
Dr. Hawes', and found he was just gone to the 
country for three weeks. In returning home, I 
clearly saw that all human help was entirely cut off, 
and this blessed word, (a word which I hope I shall 
never forget,) came to my mind with wonderful 
power, and continued with me all the day, '^ Jesus 
Christ maheth thee whole.^' I found power to believe 
that he would, and resolved to look to him alone for 
help. I observed at night that the swelling was 
much al)ated, and about Thursday it was entirely 
gone. Three or four days after, I caught a bad 
cold, so that I nearly lost my voice, but the Lord 
again mercifully healed me by applying these words 
to my mind, *' WJio healeth all thy diseases.*^ I am 
now, through the mercy of God, quite well, and able 
to work for my daily bread : blessed be the name of 
the Lord for his abundant goodness.' 

"Why should any Christian be ashamed to confess 
Christ before men? I can see no sufficient reason. 
Rather let us say with the Psalmist, to all our 
brethren, 'O give thanks unto the Lord; call upon 
his name ; make known his deeds among the people. 
Sing unto him, sing psalms unto him; talk ye of all 
his wondrous works.' Ps. cv. 1, 2." 
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A DAUGHTER HEALED. 

About the month of March, 1881, the writer 
received a letter from an old acquaintance, a widow 
lady, who stated that her only daughter, an intelli- 
gent and estimable young woman, and a teacher iu 
one of the public schools, was sick, nigh unto death ; 
and earnestly entreated that pniyer should be offered 
ou her behalf. Her request was remembered, and a 
few days after another letter was received from which 
we make the following extracts : 

"With grateful heart I will write that my daughter 
still lives, and though very weak, is now free from 
pain, and gaining every day a little. Though the 
process of recovery is slow, yet it is so wonderful 
that she can recover so fully as to be well, even if it 
require months, we feel we have great reason to 
praise the Lord. I do fully believe he heard and 
answered prayer in her behalf. The Saturday you 
received my note was the critical day. From ten 
in the morning until night, her recovery seemed 
very uncertain. She lay nearly or quite unconscious 
of what was passing around her. There was a con- 
stant giving out of the poor, overtasked heart ; pulse 
rapid but faint, respiration was short ; she had no 
strength to expectorate the dark, bloody nmcous 
with which her throat was filling up, causing a loud 
and distressing gurgling in the air passages ; her face 
was pale, lips drawn and white, and a cold sweat 
upon the surface ; the blood settling in her finger- 
tips, w^hich were blue above the middle joint ; her 
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feet were cold and bluish, — the doctor saying the 
only chance was that stimulants might keep her from 
sinking, and if she could be kept alive twenty-four 
hours, she would get well. Do you not think my 
poor child has been as near the gates of death as she 
could go and be rescued ? How I agonized in prayer 
for her I How I besought the Lord to remember me, 
and give me my child once more. Such a burden of 
woe as I had borne for four days and nights! I 
could neither eat nor sleep, and up to Friday after- 
noon I had been alone with her, and alone in the 
house. 

About seven o'clock Saturday evening I went out 
of the room a few moments, and when I returned I 
looked at her and saw such a great change for the 
better. All the death look was gone from the face, 
and she looked so bright, and noticed me, that I felt 
at once that my prayers were heard, that she would 
live ; and said so to Mrs. W , who was then stay- 
ing with me. My heart was relieved of its burden, 
and I could have faced the whole city and told with 
joy that God had saved my child. 

When the doctor made his third visit that night, I 
told him at once that she would live, and he seemed 
greatly surprised at us both. 

Her recovery is remarkably rapid, and the doctor 
seems, and indeed says he is, surprised at her improve- 
ment. Do you not think from what I have written, 
that she was literally dying? I do; and certainly 
think that she would have died before midnisfht. 
How utterly helpless I felt in my agony ; but I knew 
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there was a great Physician whose power to honl was 
not limited by the lapse of centuries ; and to him bt* 
the praise and the glory forever." 



AN EVER PRESENT PHYSICIAN. 

Sometime about the month of January, 1M81, I 
called at the house of a Christian ladv in the citv of 
Lynn, Mass., and found her sufferin<«: most intensely 
from neuralgia in her face. The affliction had be(»n 
of Ions: continuance. Month after month she had 
Lirdly been free from pain, and life had become 
almost a burden. Physicians had been consulted, 
remedies had been used, but all without effecting the 
desired result. I made some suortrestions re^i^ardinii: 
the matter, and came aw^ay regretting m}' inability to 
do something which might relieve her sufferings. I 
subsequently called again, and found her suffering 
from the same terrible malady. 

Not many ^veeks after, as I w^as to preach in the 
^orth Congregational church in Lynn, I found time 
to make a Sunday morning call on my afflicted friend, 
and on inquiring as to her health, was surprised to 
hear her say that she was well, entirely relieved of 
her neuralgia. 

*'How were you cured?" said I. 

**The Lord cured me," was the answer. 

*' Well, tell me about it," I said ; but she replied 
that there was not much to tell, and proceeded to 
give, in substance, the following account. 

She had suffered and suffered until she was almost 
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discouraged and worn out with pain. One day she 

heard that a Christian woman, Miss Jennie S , 

was to give an account of her experience and heal- 
ing, in the evening, in one of the churches of the city. 
Said she, ''I told my husband to go and hear what 
she said, and remember every word, and come home 
and tell me. He went to the meeting and listened 
to her story, in which she related the account of her 
remarkable cure of a disease of the spine, from which 
she had suffered greatly, having been confined to her 
bed for months and years. After the meeting he 
came home and told the whole story as fiilly as he 
could remember it ; and then I began to pray. It 
seemed to me as if I did nothing but pray day and 
night for three days ; and after a while the pain in 
my face began to leave me, and I w^as well, and am 
well still." 

We have seen our friend since, and have no rea- 
son to doubt the permanency of this cure. She is 
not a fanatic nor an enthusiast ; so far as we know 
she neither sees visions nor dreams dreams, but she 
knows what the neuralgia is, and knows when she is 
free from it. 

We are specially interested in this instance, because 
there is no manifestation of human instnimentality 
in the connection. There are many who believe that 
the Lord will hear the prayers of other persons, but 
have no faith that he Avill listen to them ; so they do 
not go to God in their troubles, but rather go to some 
minister or eminent Christian, to get him to ask God 
to relieve the affliction. Hence we have noted 
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instances where the accounts of the healing of certain 
afliicted persons have seemed a little like an adver- 
tisement of the faith and power of some one who 
may seem to have been used as an instrument in 
accomplishing the result. In this case there iras no 
human instrumentality. There was no calling on 
others for aid, and the mercy granted was simply in 
answer to the daily and nightly prayers and suppli- 
cations of a poor, suffering child of God. 

We do not desire to direct the attention of suffer- 
ing ones to any human helpers. We have no inclina- 
tion to tell them where persons ma}' be found w hose 
pmyers God has been pleased to hear. We prefer 
to suppress the names of those who have thus been 
used and honored of the Lord, simply because we 
desire that the sick and suffering should cease from 
man and seek unto the Lord, in whom alone there is 
help. Does a suffering one ask, "Who can prevail 
with the Lord in prayer?" The answer is, ^'You 
yourself can do it.^^ You are not to ascend into 
heaven or descend into the deep to bring Chri5>t near 
to you. You need not go from one person to another 
to find men and women who have power Aviib God. 
You have simply to go to Christ, the great High 
Priest, and pour out your hearts in earnest faith 
before him ; and he will hear your cry. lie is "not 
far from every one of us ;" and is he not as near to 
you as to any one? If you have Christian friends 
who have faith in God, you can agree with them to 
ask in thQ name of Jesus ; but if you are friendless 
and alone, you may still reach the ear of Him who 
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can be touched with the feelin«: of our infirmities, and 
was tempted in all points like as we are. Go, then, to 
the Saviour ; cast 3'our care on him, in sweet submis- 
sion to his will, and all will be well. 



A CHILD'S PRAYER. 

The Danville, Ky., Advocate says: "We heard a 
beautiful incident related a few days a<ro, which is 
illustrative of a child's faith, and is a strong confirma- 
tion of special providence. An interesting little 

daughter of Prof. C , of this city, last summer, 

in eating a watennelon, got one of the seeds lodged 
in her windpipe. 

"An eflfort was made to dislodge it, but proved 
ineffectual, and it was thought that the child would 
have to be taken to one of the large cities to have an 
operation performed by a skillful surgeon. To this 
she was decidedly opposed, and pleaded with her 
mamma to tell her if there was no other way of relief. 
Finally, in order to quiet her childish fears, her 
Christian mother told her to ask God to help 
her. 

"The little one went into an adjoining room, and 
shortly thereafter came running to her mamma with 
her beautiful and intellectual face lighted up with 
joy, and the seed in her hand. In response to the 
eager inquiry of her mother, the little one said that 
she had asked God to help her, and Avhile she was 
praying she was taken with a severe cough, in which 
she threw up the seed." 
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THE :healing of INNOCENTIUS. 

Augustine relates, in his chapter * 'Concerning the 
miracles which were wrought in order that the world 
might believe in Christ, and which continue to be 
wrought, now that the world does believe," the 
remarkable healing of Innocentius, a devout believer, 
ex-advocate of the vice-prefecture at Carthage, in 
whose house Augustine and his brother, AUippius, 
were dwelling at that time. 

Innocentius was afflicted with a painful malady, 
for which he had frequently submitted to a severe 
surgical operation ; but after all that skill could do, 
his malady so far continued that there was no hope 
of his recovery unless he would once more submit to 
the knife. His sufferings on former occasions had 
been so terrible, that on hearing this, he became 
pale and prostrated with fear. At length, exhausted 
with suffering, and knowing that there was no way 
to escape, he called in his celebrated surgeon, named 
ilexandrinus, who, after examination, decided that 
he operation must be performed, as the only way of 
laving his life ; and suggested that the medical 
idvisers who had been dismissed should be recalled, 
nd the operation performed in their presence. 
The measure was deferred to the next day, and 
fter their departure, says Augustine, *'The lamen- 
ation of the whole household was like the cry raised 
or the dead." Innocentius was daily visited by 
everal holy men, Saturninus, bishop of Uzala, 
Jelosas, another presbyter, and the deacons of the 
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church at Carthage, "among whom," Augustine 
adds, **was Aurelius, the only survivmg bishop, a 
man ever to be mentioned with tlie greatest regard 
and honor, with whom, in calling to mind the won- 
derful works of God, I have .often conversed on this 
occurrence ; and I have found that he retams the 
fullest recollection of what I now relate." 

When these persons paid their usual visit in the 
evening, the sufferer, piteously weeping, besought 
them that they would kindly be present the next 
day, at what he called his decease rather than his 
sufferings ; for, from the agony which he had endured 
on fonner occasions, he felt no doubt that he should 
die under the surgeon's hands. They did their best 
to comfort him, exhorting him to submission and 
trust in God. Augustine thus continues : 

"We then went to prayer, and while kneeling and 
prostrating ourselves, as on other occasions, he also 
prostrated himself, as if some one had forcibly thrust 
him down, and began to pray, in what manner, with 
what earnestness, with what emotion, with what a 
flood of tears, with what agitation of his whole 
body, I might almost say with what suspension of 
his respiration, by his groans and sobs, — who shall 
attempt to describe ? Whether the rest of the party 
were so little affected as to be able to pray, I know 
not; for my own part, I could not. This alone, 
inwardly and briefly, I said: 'Lord, what prayers of 
thine own children wilt thou ever grant, if thou 
grant not these ? ' For nothing more seemed possi- 
ble, but that he should die praying. 
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"We arose, and after the benediction from the 
bishop, left him. But not until he had l)osou<rht 
them to be with him in the morning, nor until thoy 
had exhorted him to calmness. 

"The dreaded day arrived, and the servants of 
God attended as they had i)romised. The medical 
men make their appearance ; all things required for 
such an operation are got read}', and amidh^t the 
terror and suspense of all present, the dreadful 
instruments are brought out. In the mean time, 
while those of the bystanders whose authority was 
the greatest, endeavor to support the courage of the 
patient by words of comfort, he is placed in a con- 
venient posture for the operation, the dre^^sings are 
opened, the seat of the disease is ex})osed, the 
surgeon inspects it, and tries to find the part to be 
operated upon. With his instrument in his hand, 
be first looks for it, then examines by the touch. In 
a word, he makes every possible trial, and finds the 
place perfectly healed ! The gladness, the praise, the 
thanksgiving to a compassionate and all-powerful God, 
which with mingled joy and tears, now burst from 
the lips of all present, cannot be told by me. The 
scene may more easily be imagined than described." 



MELANCTIION'S RESTORATION. 

Louis Seckendorf, who was born in 1G2G, in his 
**Commentary on a History of Lutheranism," pub- 
lished in 1692, gives an account of the miraculous 
healing of Melancthon, who fell ill while on a 
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journey, and was in a dying state when the Elector 
sent for Luther to come and comfort him. Secken- 
dorf relates the circumstance in the words of Solomon 
Giasse, superintendent general of Gotha, a finished 
theologian of blessed memory, with whom Seckendorf 
studied in the school at Gotha in 1640. 

'*Luther arrived and found Philip about to expire. 
His eyes were set, his understanding w^as almost 
gone, his speech had failed, and also his hearing; 
his countenance had fallen, he knew no one, and he 
had ceased to take either solids or liquids. At this 
sight Luther was greatly alarmed, and turning to 
his fellow travelers said : 'Good Lord, how has the 
devil ruined this instrument for me ! ' Then turn- 
ing away his face toward the window he called upon 
God most devoutly. 'At this point,' said Luther, 
'God had to stop; for I threw him the sack before 
the door,* and I rubbed his eai'j | with all the prom- 
ises of hearing prayer, which I knew how to repeat 
out of the Holy Scriptures ; and I told him that he 
must hear me, or how should I ever trust his 
promises again.'" 

Giasse proceeds: "After this, taking the hand of 
Philip, and well knowing his anxiety of heart and 
conscience, he said, 'Be of good courage, Philip, thou 
shall not die. Alth(»ugh God does not lack reason 

* To throw the sarJ: before oiie'a door, is an old German phrase pometinies 
used when a person, having difference with another, sums up all he has to say, 
as in a sack, and lays it before him, or tlirows it at his door, as much as to 
say, "There is your promise, and there is the whole story, and now 1 leave the 
responsibility with you." 
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for slajing thee, yet he willeth not the deatli of a 
sinner, but that he turn and live. He taketh pleasure 
in life, not in death. Inasmuch as God has called 
and taken back to his favor the greatest of sinners, 
namely, Adam and Eve, how much less, Philip, will 
he cast thee off, or suffer thee to perish in thy sin or 
sorrow. Wherefore, give no place to the spirit of 
grief, nor become the slayer of thyself ; but trust in 
the Lord who is able to kill and to make alive.' 

*'Whilehe is thus speaking, Philip begins, as it 
were, to revive and to breathe ; and gi'adually recov- 
ering his strength, is at length restored to health."* 

According to other accounts, which afford addi- 
tional particulars of this occurrence, Luther, on his 
arrival, burst into tears at beholding Melancthon so 
near his end. The dying man, arousing at Luther's 
exclamations of agony, said, "O Luther! is this 
you? Why don't you let me depart in peace ? " 

*'We cannot spare you yet, Philip," was the 
reformer's answer; and then, falling upon his knees, 
he spent more than an hour pleading for the recov- 
ery of the sick man, until there came to his heart 
the assurance that his prayers were heard ; and turn- 
ing to Melancthon and taking his hand, who said, 
"Oh, Luther, why don't you let me depart in peace ?" 
Luther again replied, '*No, no, Philip, we cannot 
spare you yet." 

He then ordered some soup, and when Melancthon 
refused to take it, saying, "Dear Luther, why will 

* Seckendorf Gommentarius Historicus et Apologeticus de LutheranismOi 
Tom. U. Ub. m. sect. 21, §83, p. 314. Frankfort, 1692. 
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you not let me go home? " he replied, **We cannot 
spare you yet, Philip ;" and then, as the sick man 
refused the nourishment, said, in his cheery way, 
"Philip, take this soup, or I will eoocommunicate 
you,'' The nourishment was taken, Melancthon 
began to revive, and lived to labor many years in 
the vineyard of the Lord. 

Melancthon, afterwards writing to Burchard Mitho- 
bius, says, *'I should have been a dead man, had I 
not been recidled from death itself by the coming of 
Luther." And Luther wrote to John Lange : * 'Philip 
is very well after such an illness, for it was greater 
than I had supposed. I found him dead ; but by a 
manifest miracle of God, he lives." And writing to 
a friend resident in his family, and referring to his 
attendance at the Diet, he said, "Toil and labor have 
been lost, and money spent to no purpose ; never- 
theless, though I have succeeded in nothing else, 
yet have I fetched back Philip out of hell ; and I 
intend to bring him, now rescued from the grave, 
home again with joy, if God will and with his grace. 
Amen!" 



BAXTER ON HEALING. 

Richard Baxter, in his "Saint's Rest," says, "Had 
we no other argument to prove the Scripture to be 
the word of God, but only the strange success of the 
prayers of the saints, while they trust upon and 
plead the promises with fervency, I think it might 
much confirm experienced men. 
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*'I know man's atheism and infidelity will never 
vant somewhat to say against the most eminent prov- 
idences, though they were miracU^s themselves. 
Tiat nature which is so ignorant of God, and at 
enmiii/with Am, will not acknowledge him in his 
clear discoveries to the World, l)ut will ascribe all to 
fortune or nature, or some such idol, which indeed 
is nothing. But when mercies are granted in the 
very time of prayer^ and that when, to reason, there 
is no Aope, and that without the use or help of any 
j other means or creatures, yea, and perhaps many 
times over and over ; is not this as plain as though 
God from heaven should say to us, *I am fullilling to 
thee the true word of my promise to Christ my Son' ? 
'*How many times have I known the prayer of 
feith to save the sicky when all physicians have given 
them up as dead.* It has been my own case^ more 
than once^ or twice, or ten times. When means have 
all failed, and the highest art of reason has sentenced 
Die hopeless, yet have I been relieved by the pre va- 
lency of fervent prayer, . . My flesh and my heart 
foiled, but God is the strength of my heart, and my 
portion forever. And though he yet keep me under 
necessary weakness, and wholesome sickness, and 
certain expectation of further necessities and assaults, 
yet am I constrained by most convincing experiences 
to set up this stone of remembrance, and publicly, 
to the praise of the Almighty, to acknowledge that 

• This paragraph was a portion of a sermon preached by Baxter before it 
was printed in the "Saint's Best." To it Baxter, at this point, adds in a note 
a remarkable case of healing which he experienced while delivering the 
sennon. This note we reprint in the next paragraph. 
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certainly God is true to his promises, and that they 
are indeed his own infallible word. 

''Among abundance of instances that I could give ; 
my conscience commandeth me here to give you this 
one, as belonging to the very words here written. 
I had a tumor rise on one of the tonsils, or almonds, 
of my throat, round like a pea, and at first no bigger ; 
and at last no bigger than a small button, and hard 
like a bone. The fear lest it should prove a cancer, 
troubled me more than the thing itself. I used, 
first, dissolving medicines, and after, lenient, for 
palliation, and all in vain, for about a quarter of a 
year. At last my conscience smote me for silencing 
so many former deliverances that I had had in answer 
of prayers. Merely in pride, lest I should be derided 
as making ostentation of God's special mercies to 
myself, as if/ were a special favorite of heaven, I 
had made no public mention of them. I w^as that 
morning to preach just what is here written, and in 
obedience to my conscience I spoke these w^ords 
which are now in this page, w^ith some enlargements 
not here written. When I went to church, I had 
my tumor as before (for I frequently saw it in the 
glass, and felt it constantly) . As soon as I had done 
preaching, I felt it was gone; and hastening to the 
glass, I saw that there was not the least vestigium 
or cicatrix, or mark wherever it had been ; nor did I 
at all discern what became of it. I am sure I neither 
swallowed it nor spit it out ; and it was unlikely to 
dissolve by any natural cause, that had been Jiard 
like a bone for a quarter of a year, notwithstanding 
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all dissolving gargarisms. I thought fit to mention 
this, because it was done just as I spoke the words 
here written in this page."* 



HEALING AMONG THE MORAVIANS. 

It is related that after the Moravians settled 
Herrnhut, one of the married sisters became exceed- 
ing)) ill. The physicians had given up all hope, and 
her husband was plunged in grief, Jean deWatte- 
ville, a man of childlike faith, visited her, and 
found her joyfully waiting her end ; and having 
encouraged her in this frame of mind, took his leave. 

It was at this time the practice of the younger 
brethren and sisters to go about singing hymns before 
the brethren's houses, with an instrumental aocom- 
piiniment. Watteville desired them to sing some 
appropriate hymns under the window of this sick 
sister, at the same time praying in his heart to the 
Lord, that he would be pleased to restore her to 
health. He obtained a hope so full of sweetness and 
feith that he sung with confidence the lines ending : 

" When at the last I pant for breath, 
Name but the Cross, my hope in death ; 
Soon as I hear the blissful word. 
My voice returns to praise the Lord." 

To the astonishment of those who suiTOunded the 
bed of this dying sister, before the hymn closed, 
they saw her sit up and join, with a tone of anima- 
tion, in singing the last line. She recovered, and 
lived thirty-five years afterwards. 

* See note on page 295, 
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THE MIGHTY HEALER. 

*'And at even, when the sun did set, they brought unto him all that were 
eased, and them that were possessed with devils. And the city was gatherec 
gether at the door." Mark i. 32, 33. 

At even, ere the sun was set, 
The sick, O Lord, around thee lay ; 
Oh, in what divers pains they met ! 
Oh, with what joy they went away ! 

Once more 'tis eventide, and we. 
Oppressed with various ills, draw near : 
What if thy form we cannot see? 
We kilow and feel that thou art here. 

O Saviour Christ, our woes dispel ; 
For some are sick, and some are sad, 
And some have never loved thee well, 
And some have lost the love they had ; 

And some have found the world is vain, 
Yet from the world they break not free ; 
And some have friends who give them pain, 
Yet have not sought a friend in thee. 

And none, O Lord, have perfect rest. 
For none are wholly free from sin ; 
And they who fain would serve thee best, 
Are conscious most of wrong within. 

O Saviour Christ, thou, too, art man ; 
Thou hast been troubled, tempted, tried ; 
Thy kind but searching glance can scan 
The very wounds that shame would hide : 

Thy touch has still its ancient power ; 
No word from thee can fruitless fall ; 
Hear, in this solemn evening hour, 
And in thy mercy heal us all . 

Henry Twft 
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PEAYEES FOE C0NVEE8I0N. 



**I WAITED PATIENTLY FOB THE LORD; AlTD HE INCLINED 
UNTO ME, AND HEARD MY CRY. He BROUGHT ME UP ALSO OUT 
OP AN HORRIBLE PIT, OUT OP THE MIRY CLAY, AND SET MY FEET* 
UPON A ROCK, AND ESTABLISHED MY GOINGS. AnD HE HATS 
PUT A NEW SONG IN MY MOUTH, EVEN PRAISE UNTO OUR GOD : 
MANY SHALL SEE IT, AND FEAR, AND SHALL TRUST IN THE 

Lord." Ps. xl. 1-3. 

**The prayer of faith shall save the sick, . . . and IP 
he have committed sins, they shall be forgiven him. 
Confess your faults one to another, and pray one fob 

ANOTHER, THAT YE MAY BE HEALED. ThE EFFECTUAL FERVEKT 
PRAYER OF A RIGHTEOUS MAN AVAILETH MUGH.'^ JaiUeS V. 15, 16. 
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Prayers for Conversion. 



THE FOURTH GENERATION. 

Pour generations before this present time, 1880, a 

Christian husband and wife agreed to spend one 

hour of the first Sunday of every month in special 

prayer for the conversion of their children, one after 

another, as they should arrive at a sufficient age ; 

and also to plead for spiritual blessing upon their 

descendants to the remotest generation. These 

parents began to do this as soon as their fii*st-born 

emerged from childhood, entering into a written 

covenant with each other, with the understanding 

that each child, when converted, and his or her 

companion, if married, should also sign and observe 

the same covenant. It is a good thing if you make 

a covenant, to have it in writing. 

Eleven children came into this Christian home, 
under the sheltering wings of prayer, two of whom 
died in early childhood, and nine — seven sons and 
two daughters — lived to a mature age. Eight of 
these nine children, with their husbands and wives 
(for they were all married), ultimately united in 

(301) 
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the same covenant with their parents. The ninth 
died ill early manhood, but not until he had given 
evidence that he, too, had become a child of God. 

I would like to make a pilgrimage to see this cov- 
enant, where God and parents, husbands and wives, 
had united in covenant together. It would be like 
the spot where Moses saw the Lord in the burning 
bush — holy ground. 

Six of the sons, having been hopefully converted, 
became honored officers in the church of Christ, and 
married eminently Christian wives. The daughters 
were also converted in early womanhood, married 
Christian husbands, and trained their children in the 
nurture and admonition of the Lord. The whole 
family, sons and daughters, with their husbands and 
wives, were gathered, by the blessing of a covenant- 
keeping God, into one common fold. Thus God's 
mercies covered two generations. 

But these covenant blessings did not cease with 
the second generation. Forty-two grandchildren 
lived to years of discretion in the line of these 
blessed generations. Of these, all but one, or pos- 
sibly two, have been converted, and most of them 
have reared Christian families. Five of these grand- 
children of the original covenant-makers, and one 
great-grandchild, became ministers of the gospel of 
Jesus Christ. Three of the grandchildren and one 
great-grandchild have been sent out to foreign lands 
as missionaries to the heathen. 

The great-grandchildren of this covenanted family 
are very numerous, and a large number of them are 
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young in years. They are so widely scattered 
that they cannot now be readily traced. The older 
portion of tiiem hold very respectublo, and some of 
them quite conspicuous and useful, positions in 
society. How many of this fourth generation are 
now Christians, cannot be ascertained at this time. 
But it is not known that a single adult descendant 
of the original covenanted parents has died without 
giving comforting evidence of true piety. The aged 
patriarch who gave me these facts with modest 
reluctance and deep emotion, is the last survivor of 
the eleven children of the original pair. What a 
river of blessing flowing out from a little spring in 
this Christian family I 

I should like to read the record of the blessings 
that have come from this first covenant of Christian 
parents w4th God, when time is ended. There will 
be family reunions on the other side by and by. 
What a family reunion that will be I When the 
original covenanters shall gather together, genera- 
tion following generation, grandchildren and great- 
grandchildren and great-great-grandchildren, till the 
end of time; when these ministers of the Word, a 
half-dozen now in the field, shall bring their count- 
less sheaves — great God, what a gathering that will 
be ! That company, the voice of praise rising up 
irom that family altar, the result of the earnestness 
and faith and persistence of those Christian parents, 
oh, what a fruitage that will be ! 

Need I stop to make the application ? Enter into 
covenant with your God. If there is an unsaved 
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parent whose eye perchance may fall upon thii 
page, I had almost said you were in covenan 
with the devil to transmit curses from generation t( 
generation. Burn the covenant with the devil, anc 
enter into covenant with God ; write it down an( 
live it out. ''Know therefore that the Lord thj 
God, he is God, the faithful God, which keepetl 
covenant and mercy with them that love him and keef 
his commandments, to a thousand generations." 



PRAYER AND THE WINDS. 

The writer heard the late aged and venerable Rev 
Dr. Cleaveland, of Boston, relate the followia| 
incident : 

In a revival of religion in the church of which he 
was pastor, he was visited one morning by a mem- 
ber of his church, a widow, whose only son was a 
sailor. 

With a voice trembling with emotion, she said, 
"Dr. Cleaveland, I have called to entreat you to join 
me in praying that the wind may change." He 
looked at her in silent amazement. "Yes," she 
exclaimed, earnestly, "my s(»n has gone on board 
his vessel; they sail to-night unless the wind 
changes." 

"Well, madam," replied the doctor, "I will pi'ay 
that your son may be converted on this voyage ; but 
to pray that God would alter the laws of his universe 
on his account, I fear is presumptuous." 

"Doctor," she replied, "my heart tells me differ- 
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ently. God's Spirit is here. Souls are being con- 
verted here. You have a meeting this evening, and 
if the Avind would change, Jolin would stay and go 
to it ; and I believe if he went he would l)e converted. 
Now, if you cannot join me, I must pray alone, for 
he must stay." 

''I will pray for his conversion," said the doctor. 

On his way to the meeting he glanced at the 
^weather-vane, and to his surprise the wind had 
changed, and it was blowing landward. 

On entering his crowded vestry, he soon observed 
John, sitting upon the front seat. The young man 
seemed to drink in 'every word, rose to be prayed 
for, and attended the inquiry meeting. 

When he sailed from port the mother's prayers 
had been answered ; he went a Christian. 

The pastor had leanaed a lesson he never forgot. 
The Lord had said, "O woman, great is thy faith, 
be it unto thee, even as thou wilt." 



THE RECLAIMED HUSBAND. 

Away among the hills which skirt the beautiful 
Mnskingum river, there lived, many years ago, in a 
lowly cabin, a man and his wife ; both of them young 
in years — the man old in sin, the woman a babe in 
Christ. 

To this pair a child was given to rear ; and his 
mother early taught him to lisp the Saviour's name 
in prayer, while his father, as early, taught and even 
forced him to use that sacred name with oaths and 
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blasphemies, and also sought in many other ways to 
harass and afflict his Christian wife. All this she 
felt most keenly, but grace was sufficient, and never 
did she by word or look betray impatience or annoy- 
ance, but ever treated him as if he had been a true 
man, instead of a vile creature in human shape. 

When he came home drunk she nursed him as 
tenderly as if he had been sick ; if he cursed her, she 
only answered with smiles and blessings, and his 
cruel taunts were met by submissive silence, or by 
soft and gentle words. Indeed, so patient and cheer- 
ful was she that her very meekness exasperated her 
husband, until it seemed his chief business to contrive 
ways to torment her. He gave her no rest, but 
strove to hunt her soul and make her life a weariness ; 
and drive her from that Rock of refuge, that Tower 
of strength, where she so peacefully reposed. 

There was, however, one place where she could 
go undisturbed. Behind their garden fence was a 
cluster of low bushes, where she often retired to 
pray, and always found a calm and safe retreat. Her 
husband would follow her everywhere else with 
curses and bitter taunts, but there he dared not ven- 
ture. And this enraged him terribly, for he felt that 
this place had much to do with her calmness and good 
temper; for try as he would, he could neither arouse 
her anger nor disturb her peace. 

Thus matters went on, till it seemed sometimes as 
if the trial was too much for flesh and blood to bear. 
But the God whom she worshiped and trusted was not 
unmindful of her cries, nor forgetful of her prayers; 
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and when he had, for his own wise purposes, suffered 
her to be buffeted and tried sufficiently by the mes- 
senger of Satan, he wrought deliverance for his trust- 
ing child. 

One day, after imparting to the little boy another 
of his horrible lessons in profanity and sin, the mis- 
erable man, being fired by strong drink, and exas- 
perated because he had failed to wring from his wife 
the slightest word of murmuring or reproach, deter- 
mined to follow her to her hiding-place, and learn 
the secret of her seclusion there, and use it as a fresh 
weapon to afflict and grieve her soul. 

Filled with this purpose, he crept stealthily out 
after her, and drew near the consecrated spot. There 
he heard the voice of his patient, loving wife, lifted in 
supplication to the God of heaven. A feeling of awe 
came over the guilty man, and he stood, as if chained 
in his tracks, and heard her pleading piteously with 
her heavenly Father, not for herself nor for her own 
deliverance, but for their boy, her poor, precious, 
helpless little one, — that his own father, his natural 
protector, should not be permitted to drag him to 
that perdition to which he himself seemed bound. 

That prayer prevailed on high. The lion became 
as a lamb, and before he left that spot, heaven wit- 
nessed his solemn resolve to abstain forever from the 
intoxicating cup, and seek forgiveness for the many 
sins which he had committed. 

That resolve was kept ; and who can tell the joy 
of that patient, praying wife, when the man of blas- 
phemy became a man of prayer, with^ a piety as 
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marked, and a zeal as earnest as his wickedness hac 
been gross, and his blasphemy notorious. FroH 
such a scene of new-born joy we would not draw the 
curtain of silence. The joy in heaven over the 
returning sinner found its counterpart on earth ir 
that home which sin had darkened, but which grace 
made glad. 

Some twenty years later, while visiting in tha^ 
paii; of Ohio, the writer was permitted to share th« 
hospitalities of that Christian family, and hear then 
tell of the wonders of that grace which saves the lost 
The story of the husband's intemperance and hi: 
subsequent conversion, was already familiar to me 
and from his own lips I listened to the recital of the 
particulars which I have here related. 

God's blessing had been upon that home. The 
parents still held fast their steadfastness in Christ, 
and their large family of children, one after another, 
had given their hearts to Jesus, till all but one, the 
youngest, had been gathered into the fold of the dear 
Shepherd, and I have since heard that he had con- 
fessed the Saviour as his Lord. 

The cabin was still there, and although beside it 
had arisen a more comfortable dwelling, yet in their 
daily devotions the family were accustomed to gather 
into the old cabin where so many of them had souo^ht 
and found the Saviour, each member taking a part 
in the sacred service of the Lord ; and I was infomied 
that all the children who had confessed the Saviour 
were in the habit of leading in prayer alternately 
with their parents. 
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I place this truthful account on record, that God's 
children may see what sorrows sometimes come upon 
those who are unequally yoked with unbelievers, 
scoffers, and lovers of strong drink ; and to warn 
them of the conflicts which such may expect. And 
I tmst that those who may have been thus ensnaied 
and led into such alliances, will learn that they must 
not weakly yield their gi-ound, but rather, by a 
meek, consistent, and steadfast devotion to the Mas- 
ter's service, seek to save themselves and their fami- 
lies from the bonds of sin and death ; assured that 
God still heareth prayer, that he is strong to deliver, 
and that he is mighty to save. 



THE EESCUED SON. 

It must have been some time about the year 1857, 
that a band of outlaws were assembled in the wilds 
of Wisconsin, devising deeds of wickedness and 
violence, to be executed by hands which were strong 
for evil, and feet which were swift to shed blood. 

Among that ill-met company, was Jesse P , a 

youth of less than twenty years, whose godly mother 
had taught his lips to lisp the w^ords of praise and 
prayer, but whose profane and impious father had as 
early instructed him to blaspheme that God whose 
name he had hardly learned to know. 

That mother's prayers had prevailed on her hus- 
band's behalf, and years before she had seen him 
shed his tears of penitence at mercy's altar, and had 
rejoiced over him as heaven rejoices over the sinner 
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that repenteth. But this first-born son, starting in 
life surrounded by such antagonistic influences, 
inheriting his father's determined and headstrong" 
disposition, and possessed of all the corruptions of a-» 
fallen nature and a carnal heai*t, had, in sjjite of hia- 
mother's prayers, and the supplications of the re — 
pentant husband, grown up wild, reckless, turbulent^^ 
and impatient of restraint, and had left his quiet hom^ 
in Ohio to become a wanderer in the far off West. 

Young as he was in years, he was old in alX 
iniquity, and had become deeply entangled in th^ 
meshes of Satan's nets. But though he had beei:». 
guilty of almost every other crime, his hands ha J 
hitherto been held back from the shedding of inno— 
cent blood, and the guilt of murder was not yet; 
charged against him. But at this meeting of the 
gang, a murder was planned, and this young man, 
this child of prayers and tears, was selected to 
execute the dreadful purpose. And so hardened 
was he in sin, that he accepted the terrible commis- 
sion with eagerness, and made haste to perfect the 
preparations for carrying out the bloody plot. 

But while these purposes and plans of crime were 
being discussed in that dense forest by this outlawed 
tribe, purposes of mercy and love were also being 
matured. High in heaven, a loving God looked down 
upon the wayward sinner ; and far away, in the quiet 
retirement of a lowly Christian home, a loving 
mother yearned over her wandering, first-born son. 
Day by day had that mother's prayers gone up for 
the absent boy, but at this particular time her heart 
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was stirred to its depths by forebodings of coming 
evil which awaited her much-loved child. 

So burdened was her soul by these premonitions 
of trouble, that she could neither eat nor sleep, and 
could barely perform the duties pertaining to her 
household ; but spent the day in agonizing prayer for 
her precious son, being helped therein by his once 
dissoulute but now repentant father, whose early 
instructions in sin had led to such fearful results. 

The young man started on his dreadful errand ; 

hut as he hastened to add crime to crime, .a covenant- 

teeping God, whose eyes are over the righteous, and 

whose ears are open to their prayers, pitied the lost 

sinner, and gave heed to the pleadings of the saint ; 

and while she ''was yet speaking" the Holy Spirit, 

which inspired the mother's prayer, was doing its 

work in the heart of the erring child, convincing him 

of sin, of righteousness, and of a judgment to come. 

A strange feeling stole over the lost wanderer, as 

he went forth upon his dreadful errand ; — he felt that 

his mother was praying for him ; memory carried 

him back to childhood days ; he recalled the lessons 

of piety and virtue learned beside her knee ; while, 

in awful contrast, his fearful crimes rolled in upon 

his view, and the horrors of blood-guiltiness stared 

him in the face. 

So strong were his convictions of sin that he was 
unable to proceed. A mightier oflScer than any 
minister of the civil law had arrested him, not by 
legal process nor by human authority, but in the 
name of the King of kings and Lord of lords. He 
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halted in his course. Turning his horse, he left his 
comrades forever, and started immediately for his 
Ohio home, and rested not till, in the humble cottage 
of his parents on the borders of the Muskingum, he 
• told the story of his crimes and wanderings in his 
mother's ear, and mingled his prayers with hers for 
pardon and salvation ; and found peace and joy in 
believing on that Saviour whose name in early life he 
had been so diligently taught both to reverence and 
blaspheme. 

Strange as this story may seem to those who have 
never marked the mysteries of divine providence 
and the wonders of saving grace, there are multi- 
tudes of God's dear children who will see in it the 
workings of the same guiding hand which has led 
their feet in all the paths of life. Such persons do 
not need to explore the realms of fiction to find 
themes for grateful thought ; — the facts of their own 
experience awaken all their souls to reverence and 
to love. 

This tale is no fancy sketch. The persons, names, 
and places are known to the writer, and the scene is 
as fresh in her memory now as when she sat in that 
quiet cottage, among those dear ones, kindred both 
in flesh and in spirit, and heard the story of ''The 
Reclaimed Husband," and as a sequel to it, this 
account of ''The Rescued Son." 

Let other mothers learn to pray and never faint ; 
for they, too, may yet prevail before the throne, of 
Him who heareth prayer, and see their loved ones 
saved in peace at last. 
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BOTHERED BY MOTHER'S PRAYERS. 

Id an article in the Christian Weekly^ J. Hyatt 
Smith records a circumstance which occun*ed diirinsr 
the revival of 1857, as follows : 

One morning, in my Bible reading, a passajro of 
Scripture struck me with a peculiar force, and I 
thought, ''This is the text for to-night;" and noting 
down the book, chapter, and verse, I put the mem- 
orandum in my pocket. 

At seven in the evening, as usual, I was in my 
study adjoining the lecture-room. Between forty 
and fifty inquirers met me, and I spent the hour in 
soul talk, while the meeting for prayer w\is going 
on. At eight I took my place at the desk, and, 
while the people were singing, I found my text. 

I was confounded. There was nothino: in the 
chosen scripture that I should desire it. A root out 
of dry ground. I bowed in silent prayer, asking 
for light. Again I looked at the text. Empty ! I 
wondered what could have been the morning vision, 
that I should ever have chosen those words. Mean- 
time, the singers had reached the last verse of the 
hymn, and in a minute more I must be preaching to 
the five hundred people before me. 

Giving up the morning selection, I opened the 
book anywhere^ and instantly my eye fell upon a 
verse which seemed to say, "Lo, here am I; send 
me." The singing ceased, and I arose, announcing 
the new-found text, my soul silently saying, ''Lord, 
help !" The Helper was at my side, and I never 
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had greater liberty than during that sacred hour. 
My theme was prayer, and in my discourse I was 
led to dwell with especial earnestness upon the 
power of a mother's prayer. 

At the close of the exhortation, I asked all in the 
house who desired thq prayers of God's people, to 
rise, and men and women stood up in all parts of 
the room. Among the number a man arose far 
back by the wall, and called out with great earnest- 
ness, "Look here! Some of you pray for me! 
My mother's prayers are bothering me ! " Then, 
without an instant's pause, he pushed his ^vay 
through the crowd, out into the street. No one 
knew from whence he came, who he was, or where 
he had gone. We prayed earnestly for all, remem- 
bering the man whose mother's prayers were bother- 
ing him. 

Some nights after this strange incident, a man 
named James Prior related his experience before the 
church. 

He was the only son of his mother, and she was a 
Christian, a member of a church in another citv. 
Though not dissipated, and industrious, his life had 
been that of a rough, bold, God-defyiiig man. He 
was an infidel. As near as I can recall his words, 
this was his statement : — 

''I had not darkened a church door for twelve 
years. One night I was coming down Washington 
street, and as I got opposite the church door, the 
people were singing, and something said to me, 
<Prior, go in !' I replied, 'I won't do it !' and 
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started again down street. Again, after a few 
steps, I stopped, and something said, *Prior, you 
dare not go in !' I spoke right out, and said, 'I am 
not afraid of Hyatt Smith, or old Washington street 
church, either.' Now, don't laugh at me, friends ; 
I know it will sound sti-ange to you, but it is God's 
truth. I made another start for an engagement 
down street, when ray feet turned me right rounds 
and walked me down the steps into this room. The 
minister talked about a mother's prayers. At the 
close of the sermon I couldn't stand it. I found 
tnyself standing up with the others, and may be you 
remember a man's saying, 'Some of you pray for me ; 
tny mother's prayers are bothering me.' That was 
me. And here I am, by the grace of God. The 
next day, as I was at work at my trade, I just set 
down my paint-pail, and went uj) into a room built 
for a safe, and, shutting the door, dropped down on 
my knees on the cement floor, and prayed that God 
would take my sins away. While I was praying, 
all of a sudden I was so happy that I laughed and 
cried for joy. I can't tell you how I felt. I sung, 
I didn't know any hymns, yet I did sing anything 
that I had in my mind. I love Jesus." 

Now, there is a beautiful, wonderful fact con- 
nected with this man's conversion. That very 
moment — as we learned afterward — when this man 
was struggling before the church door, and I was in 
the conflict with my chosen text, and shut up to take 
another scripture, which led me to preach on prayer, 
a little company of mothers had met in Rochester^ 
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sixty-eight miles away, to pray over their children; 
and among them was Prior's mother. He knew 
nothing of this meeting. At the moment he was 
forced to cry out, ''Pray for me; my mother's 
prayers are bothering me," Mrs. Prior, with a 
mother's faith, was praying for her son. 

If any mother who has a son out of Christ shall 
read these lines, let me say to her, Have faith. 
Remember Mrs. Prior. Believe in the power of (^ 
mother^ prayers. Put this book aside ; go into your 
closet, and again pray for your boy. God hears 
prayer. 



A PRAYING MOTHER AND THE PIRATE. 

Some few years since an East Indian trader was 
attacked, while cruising in the Indian ocean, by a 
piratical schooner ; and the attack being sudden and 
unlooked for, the merchantman fell an easy prey into 
the hands of the pirates. The captain and several 
of the crew were slain during the conflict, and the 
rest being gagged and heavily ironed, were laid in 
the pirates' boats for removal to their own vessel; 
and then the murderous gang proceeded to the ship's 
cabin, intending there to complete the work of 
dstruction, and see of what treasures they could 
possess themselves. 

As they descended the companion way, they heard 
a soft voice evidently engaged in supplication ; and 
the chief, directing his followers to halt at the 
entrance, went noiselessly forward to ascertain whence 
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the voice proceeded. Bending low to avoid observ- 
ance, he peeped into a door that stood ajar, and 
there knelt a fair young woman, with a beautiful boy 
at her side, one arm clasped caressingly around the 
child, and the other raised in earnest "supplication. 
"Oh, God of all mercy," said the beseeching voice, 
13 the face of tearful agony met the pirate's view, 
'save the life of my child, if such be thy holy will ; 
mt rather let him perish now by the assassin's knife, 
han fall a living prey into such hands, to be trained 
ip to a life of sin and infamy. Let him die now, if 
uch be thy decree ; but oh, let him not live to dis- 
Qnor thee and perish at last eternally !" The voice 
eased, choked with tears of agony ; and there stood 
le pirate, transfixed to the spot by the tumult of 
is own emotions. In imagination he was again a 
lild ; his own pious mother's prayers and instruc- 
ons, for long yeai-s forgotten, rose before Jiim, and 
od'a Spirit sent such an arrow of conviction to his 
3art, that instead of carrying out his murderous 
3sigiis, he sunk upon his knees, and cried out for 
lercy. After assuring the lady that no harm should 
3 done her, he hastened to the deck, unbound the 
iptive crew, and restoring them to their ship, re- 
irned with his men to their own. 
Shortly afterward he surrendered himself to the 
ritish East Indian government ; but so great was 
le remorse he suffered for his past crimes, that 
efore his trial came on, he was attacked with fever, 
lat in a few days proved fatal. Before his death he 
lade a full confession of the crimes of his past life, 
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manifesting the deepest penitence in view of his guilt, 
and he expired, humbly trusting in Jesus for mercy 
and acceptance with him. Thus were his pious 
mother's prayers answered at last, and her erring 
child saved, as we may trust, even at the eleventh 
hour. What a heritage for good are the prayers of 
a Christian mother. 



MOTHERS' PKAYERS. 

Thirty-nine years a lady had prayed for her daugh- 
ter without receiving any answer. At length she 
came to die. Her death was the means used for her 
daughter's conversion. She became a most emi- 
nent Christian, much used of the Lord in the turn- 
ing of sinners to Christ. 

One hundred American students who were con- 
verted, met together to speak of their conversion. 
Ninety of them traced their blessings to the answers 
to their mothers' prayers. 

At another meeting in England, nearly one hun- 
dred who had been blessed of God, said they had 
praying parents to pray for their children. The 
majority of the requests for prayers for unconverted 
friends begin, "A mother asks prayer." 

A pious mother in Western New York was in 
earnest, secret supplication for a son who had been 
seeking for purity of heart for a long time, but was 
now giving way to despair. All at once a vision of 
Christ, honoring Peter's ''little faith," passed before 
her. She hastened to her son's room, read him the 
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story of the sinking and yet saved disciple, and urged 
Wm to come to Christ with his ''little faith." It 
^vas enough ; the son trusted, and, as sinking Peter 
did, felt "immediately" the warm embnice of the 
Saviour of sinners. 

Many a one has learned the blessing of having a 
playing mother. We trace every blessing to God's 
fathomless grace ; still he is pleased to use means, 
■indhe says, ''For all these things I will be inquired 
of." 

God formed the mother's heart, with all its wealth 
of deep, unselfifcjh, life-long love; and it is through 
this love that multitudes of wayward ones have been 
^on to know the only deeper, purer, and more 
enduring love that man may taste, "the love of 
Christ which passeth knowledge." 



THE SCOFFER CONVERTED. 

A writer in the Christian Witness, speaking of the 
conversion of certain infidels, says: — "One is so 
'emarkable that we cannot forbear relatino: it. A 
roung man, engaged in a public establishment, and 
n the employ of a pious individual, whose former 
ij^oils to introduce his baneful doctrines into the 
jstablishment were a source of great annoyance to 
lis employer, embraced every opportunity to expose 
o visitors his utter contempt of all the sacred things 
)f the gospel. His bold blasphemies, and his scom- 
iil sneers, were alike shocking to decency and relig- 
on. A vile print which weekly disseminated its 
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moral poison through our community, he contrived 
as frequently as possible to bring under the notice of 
the visitors to the establishment, though his employer 
as vigilantly sought to destroy it, whenever intro- 
duced there. Withal, he was given to occasional 
fits of intemperance, in which his treatment of his 
family rendered him a terror, where he ought to have 
been a eomfbi't and support. His great usefulness 
in the establishment, alone reconciled his employer 
to the utterance of his wicked principles, and his 
vicious conduct. 

''To manifest his contempt for the ordinances of 
religion and his open defiance of the God of the 
Bible, he laid a wager with his profane companions, 
that he would attend a Methodist prayer-meeting in 
his neighborhood, and go foi'ward to be prayed for* 
Ho went — and his hardihood earned him through the 
accomplishment of his wicked purpose. But perhaps 
his conscience was not as much at ease as his decorum 
mdicated ; perhaps the rude impei-tinence of his blas- 
phemy startled even his own proud heart, and awak- 
ened his attention to the things he was endeavoring 
to ridicule ; perhaps his character and purposes were 
known to 'the sons of God,' so that they adapted their 
supplications to the dreadful enonnity of his sins. 
Whatever may have been the immediate influence by 
which he was moved, certain it is that the Spirit of 
God strove with him, and subdued the stubborn 
rebellion of his heai*t. Conscience arose in its insulted 
and outraged majesty ; and like Esau, when he had 
lost his birthright, he Ufted up a great and bitter 
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cry. He went forth from the house of pi*aycr with 
his spirit bowed within him, and his very fnime sym- 
pathizing in its strong commotion. He had found 
peace in l)elieving. The influence of his change 
brought upon her with whose happiness his principles 
had hardly less to do than with his own ; and they 
both entered on probation as candidates for full com- 
munion in the denomination by whose })ious instru- 
mentality the husband was first called to the knowl- 
edge of the truth." 



A HUSBAND SAVED. 

Many years ago a Christian girl of sixteen, igno- 
rant and inexperienced, was led to unite in marriage 
with an ungodly man. "Such shall have trouble," 
for the disregard of God's precepts regarding mar- 
riage phmges many a soul into a sea of calamities. 
Her case was no exception. Her husband opposed 
her assembling for worship in the house of prayer ; 
and for several years she yielded to his will and 
absented herself from church in the vain hope of 
pleasing and pacifying an unreasonable man. 

At length, finding that her husband grew no better 
but rather worse, she concluded to biave his dis- 
pleasure and obey the call of her heavenly Father, 
whose Spirit she still cherished within her crushed 
and saddened heart. She began to join in the throng 
of worshipers who gathered Aveek ])y week from hill 
and dale in our little church, and oh, how inexpress- 
ibly refreshing were the precious gospel truths, the 
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sweet hymns of praise, and the earnest prayers, to 
her hungry, thirsty soul ! 

The rage of her husband was hard to bear, but 
sustained by the gi'ace of God, she patiently and per- 
sistently walked in this way for several years. 

In the meantime her husband, as if to aflSict her 
still more severely, turned into the drunkard's path, 
and one winter forbade her attending a series of 
meetings which was commenced. She however per- 
sisted in going, until in a fit of rage he told her one 
day that if she went that night he would bum her 
clothes while she was gone, and break her head when 
she came home. 

She went, but so overwhelmed was her heart by 
these persecutions, that she confided her troubles to 
two or three Christian friends, not enjoining secresy, 
and they in turn told two or three more, including 
the pastor, who that evening publicly requested 
prayers for 'Hhc man who opposed his wife in going 
to church." 

It was a time of special interest. The house was 
filled, and though only a few persons knew for what 
person prayers were desired, yet a solemn stiUnoss 
rested on the assembly, and such a burden of soul 
was felt by the faithful ones, that many earnest peti- 
tions went up to the throne of grace on his behalf. 

Shortly after this season of special prayer this man 
began to treat his wife with still greater severity, try- 
ing to turn her out of doors and away from her help- 
less little ones. 

One day, as she was combing her hair, his cruelty 
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reached such a pitch that she could endure no more, 
and laying aside her comb hhe fell on her knees 
before the astonished man, and poured out sucli a 
torrent of prayer for his salvation as completely 
silenced him. During the rcmaindei* of the day he 
went about the house as ipiict as a lamb. That 
night, to her surprise and joy, he said, ** Oh, Mary, 
what a wicked man I am ! How dreadfully I have 
treated you. Can you forgive me ? If you can for- 
give I know God can." 

"I can forgive you with all my heart," was the 
sincere reply. After this he attended the meetings, 
and was converted to God. He now leads a consist- 
ent Christian life, attends church with his family, 
and in prayer and social meetings, openly and hum- 
bly confesses Jesus Christ. 

Let the troubled be encouraged to pray on, "For 
what knowest ^Aow, O wife, whaihcr thou shalt save 
thy husband ?" 



*'WHO WERE THEY PRAYING FOR?" 

For ten long years Mrs. H prayed for her 

infidel husband. She knew that the Lord heard, and 
that he was * 'faithful who had promised," but as yet 
the answer did not come. The thoughts of her kind, 
mdulgent companion socmod as far from hers, as 
when, in the joy of her new-found hope, she had told 
him how *'God so loved," and asked him to join her 
in a life of loving service. Yet the Lord w^as lead- 
mg her gently that she might know and do his will. 
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One cvcinng at the church prayer-meeting, her 
heart was more than usually burdened, and near the 
close of the service, she rose tunidly and said: "For 
many years, dear friends, I have longed to ask you 
to help me pray. It is not customary with us for 
ladies to speak in the meeting, and 1 have feared to 
be intrusive, but I can forbear no lunger. AVill you 
pray for my husband ?" 

Every heart was touched. A ffood brother imme- 
diately led in prayer, then another and another took 

up the petition. Mr. H was well known and 

much loved in the community, and they poured out 
their hearts before the Lord, pleading as one pleads 
for a friend. Last of all a colored brother led in 
prayer, and in humble confidence seemed to enter 
into the very presence of the Lord. 

Just after Mrs. H-^ — had made her request, her 
husband, as was his custom, came to the church to 
accomi)any her home. Finding that the service had 
not yet closed, he entered, unol)served, and took a 
seat near the door. 

'*Tell me, wife," he said, as they were leaving the 
vestibule, "who was the gentleman they were pray- 
ing for just now?" 

"lie is the husband of one of the sisters of the 
church," replied Mrs. H . 

"Wife," he said again, as they ascended the steps 
at home, "who was it they were proving for?" 

"The husl)and of one of the sisters, Charles." 

"Well, wife," he replied, "that man will certainly 
be converted : I never heard such prayers before." 
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Again, as they were preparing for the night, lie 
remarked, "Those were wonderful prayers, wife. 
Can you tell me the gentleman's name ?" 

'*He was the husband of one of the ladies present," 

replied Mrs. H , and then she retired to her 

closet for prajer and praise. 

At midnio^ht she heard her husband's voice airain. 
"AVife, wife, God heard those prayers ; I cannot 
sleep, wife. Will you pray for me? Can the Lord 
show mercy to me, wife?*' 

There was joy in the presenceof angels that night. 
When the faithful pastor called the next morning, 
he found Mr. H ''praising and blessmg God." 

Blessed words of Jesus, ''If two of you shall agree 
on earth as touching any thing that they shall ask, it 
shall be done for them of my Father which is in 
heaven." 



POWER FROM ON HIGH. 

Dr. Miner, of Oshkosh, Wis., in an address 
delivered in Boston, related the following experi- 
ence : *' When a young man, in 1850, 1 was preaching 
in Lebanon, Conn. Lel)anon was an old town, 
thickly populated in the days of the Revolution. 
It was the first of July, between haying and harvest, 
when no one expected a revival. The Spirit of God 
came, and the work commenced. I preached a ser- 
mon to a crowded house ; had never asked for a 
demonstration of feelimj, but then asked them to 
rise for prayer, and a large number of young people 
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arose. Great feeling was manifested. I appointed 
an inquiry meeting. In one section of that town 
was a band of infidels and spiritualists — very wicked 
men. They heard the notice, and sent word that 
they were going to attend, and put questions to the 
young minister, and break up the revival. I was 
greatly troubled, and laid the matter before God; 
then went to two or three men of faith and prayer, 
and asked them to the meeting. 

''When Wednesday night came the lecture-room 
was filled — a large numl^er present being interested 
for their souls. The infidel band came and appro- 
priated a part of tl^e house. I made known the 
contents of the letter ; then read the account of the 
Pentecostal miracle, and said, 'The Spirit of God is 
able to thwart these men.' I then prayed, and such 
power came upon the meeting that the brethren near 
me fell from their seats to the floor, apparently 
lifeless. When I was through, one of them was al)le 
to cry, 'O Lord, take the cup of trembling out of the 
hands of thy saints, and put it into the hands of 
thine enemies.' That moment those men cried as if 
touched with hot iron. They writhed in agony. 
The man who offered the prayer went to the leader 
of the infidel band, a wicked man, a bully, and who 
seemed like some wild animal, and said, '(let down 
on your knees.' lie dropped on his knees instantly. 
Three days and nights he went without eating and 
sleeping, saying, 'I am going to hell and I ought to 
go.' He was converted and became a preacher. 
His father was converted and became a preacher. 
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ackofall, lies the fact that the mother had l)oen 
traying for them twenty jears, wlien tliev in tlioir 
wickedness had prevented her from goinjjf to the 
house of God. A irreat revival followed. And 
that experience, that bai)tisni of the Spirit, has been 
worth more to me in my life and work than all else." 



CONVERTED BY A ^lOTIlER'S PRAYERS. 

One lovely Sunday morning, eight young law 

students were strolling along the bank of one of the 

tributaries of the Potomac river. They were going 

to a secluded spot in a grove, to murder the precious 

hours by playing *' whist" and drinking wine. Each 

of them was the s(m of a praying mother. As they 

were sauntering along and amusing each other with 

idle jests, the court house bell — used for calling 

the people to the house of worship — commenced 

to ring. Although fully two miles away, it sounded 

in the ears of those thoughtless youths as plainly as 

if it were upon the other shore of that narrow creek. 

Suddenly one of them stopped, and told him who 

writes this narrative, that he would go no farther, 

l)ut that he would return to town and go to church. 

Then the writer sliouted to the other six, who were 

a short distance ahead : 

"Bo3^s, boys, ccmie l)ack here; George is getting 
rcliirious. Come, we must assist him. AVe must 
baptize him 1)y immersion in the water." Si:)eedily 
w^e all surrounded George, and told him that only 
by going with us could he save himself from a cold 
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bath. To which, in a calm, soft, but earnest toue 
of voice, he replied : 

*'I know very well that you have the physical 
ability to put me into the stream, and hold lue 
there, even, till I am drowned, and if you choose 
you can do so without my showing any resistance; 
but before you do, I have a few words to say. 

"You all know that I am nearly two hundred 
miles from home ; but you do not kno^v that my 
mother is a helpless, bedridden invalid. I can not 
remember ever having seen her out of her bed ; and 
I never did see her out of her room. I am the 
youngest of the family. When my father concluded 
to send me here — he having been a life-long, personal 
friend of our preceptor, who charges nothing for 
my tuition — he could scarcely prevail upon mother 
to permit my leaving her. At length, after many 
prayers upon the subject, she consented ; and the 
necessary preparations for my departure from home 
were speedily completed. 

''My mother never spoke to me upon the matter 
till the morning on which I left for the East. 
Then, after I had eaten breakfast, she sent for me 
and asked if I had every thing ready and pr()2:)erly 
packed. I told her that all was completed, and that 
I would l)e off as soon as the stage came for mo. 
Kneeling beside her bed, at her request, with lior 
loving hands upon my head, she prayed for mo. 
]\Iany and many a night since, I have dreamed the 
whole scene over. It is the happiest recollection in 
my memory. I believe that to the day of my death 
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I will be a])le to repoat evory word of that pniyer. 
When she ceased j)rayin«r, slu* spoke* to me thus : — 
'* 'My precious son, you know not — indeed you 
can never know — the aironv of a mother's heart 
when parting forever from her last h(n*n, to lier still 
ii habe. WIkmi you <xo forth from beneath the home 
of your nativity, to pursue \lw study of the profes- 
sion of vour choice, and of vour dear father's ehoos- 
ing, as well, you will for the last time this side the 
grave look upon the face of her who loves you as no 
other mortal does or can. Your father is not al)le 
to pay your expenses for niakini^ visits home during 
the two years of your course of studies. I cannot 
possibly live so long as that. The sands in the hour- 
glass of my feel)le existence have nearly run out. 
" 'In that distant and strange place to which you 
are going, there will be no loving mother to whom 
you can apply for counsel when assailed by tempta- 
tions. You must, therefore, while a boy, learn to 
sav '*No" when ur^fed to do wronor. I cannot be 
with you, but I will daily commit you to the care of 
God, who is everywhere present, beholding your 
evil acts as well as your good deeds. Every Sunday 
morning, from ten to eleven o'clock, I ivill sj^end the 
hour in prayer for you. Wherever you maybe 
during this blessed hour, when you hear the chui*ch- 
hell i-inging for the assembling of God's people, let 
your thoughts carry you to this chamber of death, 
where j^our dying mother will be agonizing for you 
in prayer. Commit to memory the eighth, ninth, 
and tenth verses of the first chapter of Proverbs. 
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Kiss me farewell. Now, the last words you will 
ever hear from my lips are, in the language of Sol- 
omon, **My son, if sinners entice thee, consent thou 
not/" 

When George had finished, he and we were all 
weeping. Involuntarily we opened the ring which 
we had formed around him. He had stood up for 
the right against heavy odds, and each of us admired 
him for doing that which none of us had the courage 
to undertake — ^break away from wicked companions 
and go to church. He led off, without a word, and 
silently we all followed. Without either one know- 
ing that any other had done so too, each of us 
managed to throw his cards and flask into the creek, 
so that by the time we reached the church every 
pocket was emptied of its former contents. Never 
again did any one of that little company play any 
games on the Sabl)ath. Six of the number have 
gone to their long homes, each a Christian. Only 
two of us are yet living — George, an able lawyer in 
Iowa, and the writer of this incident. Both of us 
have been church-members for many years. 



HOW TO PRAY. 

Prayer is asking God for what we want. But all 
asking is not prayer, in the true sense of the word ; 
for true praj'cr is asking for those things that are 
agreeable to the Divine will, and that will l)e for 
our good. All so-called prayer on other than these 
conditions is, therefore, but sounding brass or a 
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tinkling cvml)!!!. Earnest ih»ss in asking, is an 
essential element in real supplication. Also perse- 
vei'ance — our asking must be continuous. There 
must be a sense of dependence ; for our extremity is 
God's opportunity. Expectancy is an essential ele- 
ment in all eflTectual praying. An illustration of the 
efficacy of this kind of prayer is seen in the follow- 
ing instance : 

An eminent preacher felt it to be his duty to visit 

a certain locality and proclaim the gospel, without 

any overture from any living mortal in the place, or 

anywhere else. And such were his convictions of 

duty, that he could not escape from the conclusion 

that he had a call of God to go to this place and 

hold religious meetings, and talk to the people 

concerning Christ, and about their own salvation. 

So he arranged to leave his home and visit the 

place, which. was, in itself, not very inviting. On 

his arrival he became the guest of a lady, who was 

a stranger tQ him, and made her house his home for 

the time being. 

lie began his labors under many discouragements, 
and with many misgivings as to his success in doing 
much, if any, good. But after a day or so, he 
learned the fact that his hostess was engaged in 
prayer every night for his success in laboring among 
the perishing in that conununity, and that she had 
been pleading with God for months for the outpour- 
ing of his Holy Spirit ui)()n the place ; and that she 
had earnestly prayed that God would send some one 
among them to preach the gospel. And in a few days 
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it was apparonl that her asking — import unatcl}*, 
perscveringly , dopendently , and expectantly — was 
not in vain ; for as she had already been assured of 
Divine interposition, in that God had sent one of his 
servants to preach the gospel amon^ them, so there 
was the further answer of her petitions, in that there 
followed a general religious awakening in the com- 
munity ; and where th(»re was not even any organiza- 
tion of Christians, a self-sustaining church was soon 
estal)lished, and many rose up to call this faithful 
handmaid of the Lord, "blessed." 

And this is but one among thousands of such 
answers to the right kind of praying. 



RAIN AND RELIGION. 

*'I remember," says Mrs. J. M. Sadd, ''the day 
we started on horseback to attend a meeting of the 
presbyter}', on Apple Creek, sixty miles distant. At 
twilight Ave came to the end of the road. We stopped 
to think what next. Not a htmse had been in sicrht 
for hours. Giving the horses uncontrolled bridles, 
we ])egan to sing, 

'Our little barque, on dangerous seas/ — 

After waiting a little time, the horses took the same 
direction, and soon came to a creek. Following this 
brought us to a mill and large farm house. Here 
we took shelter for the night. Mr. Sadd w^ent with 
a young man to care for the horses, and inquired 
what care he had taken of his soul. He replied, *I 
am ill distress about that, and no one to tell me what 
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to do.' Oh, how Mr. S loved to i)oint young 

men to Christ ! At l)ed time permission was given 
to read the Bible and pray. The miller Avas present, 
who said : 'I do not believe in religion ; and my mill 
has been idle for weeks, but if yon trlJl jwat/ forrahi^ 
and get it, I promise to believe with all my heart.' 

"Mr. Sadd made no reply. Kneeling, he prayed 
for the family and neighborhood, and then began to 
plead for rain, saying: 'The destiny of a soul is to 
be decided to-night by the giving or withholding 
of rain.' On rising, all retired for the night. Before 
morning we were awakened b}^ heavy thunder and 
rain. The miller was not at breakfast, Imt was 
grinding at the mill. As we i)assed, he came out 
and bowed himself to the earth. Mr. Sadd appointed 
a meeting there, two weeks from the next Sabbath. 
Xo room was found large enough, and they met in 
an orchard. After the sermon, an opportunity was 
given for any who would come to Jesus. Almost 
the entire congregation came forward, the miller 
among the number. In a few weeks a church was 
formed, which is to-day a living, working church. A 
Sunday-school was also organized, and at the close 
of thirty years it had never been susi^ended." 



EFFECTUAL PRAYERS. 

«'I believe in answers to prayers," says Dr. Tal- 
mage. "My grandmother was a Christian woman. 
One night her children wanted to go to a party. 
She said, 'You can go, but I will pray for you.' 
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They went, but did not have a good time. My 
Uncle Thomas was on his knees in his chamber 
before God, and after a while the farm hands came 
in from the barn, ajid said something was the mat- 
ter with David, who was my father. He was pray- 
ing, 'God have mercy on my soul.' A young woman 
he thought much of, Catherine Van Ness — my future 
mother — was soon after visited by him, and lie told 
her of his interest in the subject of religion. She 
was converted, and the result was that at the next 
communion service at the Somendlle church, two 
hundred and seventy persons became members. My 
mother, when her little children were growing up 
around her, united with five mothers in 9, prayer- 
meeting, and all the children were converted. I 
was the last one of the family that was brought to 
Christ. My mother had a strong desire that her 
sons might be ministers, and she prayed till four of 
them became preachers of the gospel. I would be a 
wretched infidel if I did not believe in pi'ayer." 



A STRANGE PRAYER AND ANSWER. 

About sixteen or seventeen years ago, I was 
laboring in a small church in one of the counties of 
West Florida, when the blessed God poured out his 
Spirit, and gloriously revived his work. I think I 
have never seen a purer or more thorough work of 
God in my life. But few in the n(Mghborhood 
remained uiunoved and un})lessed. It was a very 
thinly-settled section of the country. The little 
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church consisted, I think, of fourtocMi nioml»ors, 
Avhcn the meetings commenced, and increased to 
thirty in six days. 

Among the converts was a Miss ^f II . 

She was there from Georgia on a vi>it ; was ahout 
eighteen years of age, — handsome, scnsililc, and 
sprightly; tlie soul of fun, and tlie life of every cir- 
cle. While Clu'istians were rejoicing, and sinners 
crying for mercy, slie continued unnioviMl. I 
became ffreatlv concerned for her. At lenirth I 
found myself preparing every sermon with reference 
to her case. In everv soniif and in everv pnu'er she 
was uppermost in my mind. Al)out the tliird or 
fourth day, suddenly I saw a changes Seriousness 
had taken the place of h^vity. An arrow from the 
quiver of the Almighty had pierced her lu^art. She 
wept, and trembled, and canu> forward at every 
oppoi'tunity to request the prayers of (iod's people. 

Before the close of the meetinir, "^he w.-.s l)i-oui:ht 
to view the cross, and there lost hei* })urd(*n — to 
trust in Christ, who loved her and gave himself f(U' 
her. She freely and joyfully gav(^ u[) the world to 
follow the Saviour; was l)a})tized in tlie name of the 
Holy Three, and truly went on her way rejoicing. 
She was a lu'ight, happy Christian, and bade fair to 

be useful. But how mvsterious are the wavs of 

«/ «, 

Providence ! How true it is that wo are led in a 
way we know not ! 

While offering tlu^ last })rayer, the Spirit's pres- 
ence was powerfully felt, helping our infirmities. I 
prayed with unusual fervency for the little church ; 
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for the older members, and for the young converts, 
that they might be burning and shining lights ; that 
the church might be like a city set on a hill. A^Tiile 

thus engaged in prayer, I thought of Miss H . 

I thought of her natural vivacity ; that she was soon 
to return home, and be withdrawn from the spiritual 
influences by which she was then surrounded. I 
was deeply impressed with the dangers by which she 
would be encompassed ; and, without intending it, 
or even before having thought of such a thing, I was 
impressed to pray that if there was one of the young 
converts who was in danger of being ensnared by 
the world, that God would in mercy take such a 
lamb to his bosom, where Satan, and the world, and 
the flesh, would tempt no more. 

Miss II returned home shortly after, and was 

unwell when she reached home. Her disease proved 
to l)e typhoid fever. She lingered two or three 
months, rejoicing constantly in God her Saviour, 
and died at last, singing. Yes, wlien she could 
speak no longer, she continued nuinnuring one of 
the songs of Zion, till the last moment of her life. 
May our last end be like hers. 



YOU DONT PRAY. 

A Christian brother, who had fallen into darkness 
and discouragement, Avas staying at the same house 
with Dr. Finney over night. He was lamenting his 
condition, and Dr. Finney, after listening to his 
narrative, turned to him, with his peculiar, earnest 
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look, and, with a voice tliat sent a thrill through his 
whole soul, said: " Ybw don't j)ray! that i.s what's 
the matter with you. Pray — pray four times as 
much as ever you did in your life, and you will 
come out." 

He immediately went down to the parlor, and 
taking the Bible, he made a serious business of it, 
stirring up his soul to seek God as did Daniel, and 
thus he spent the night. It was not in vain. As 
the morning dawned, he felt the light of the Sun of 
Righteousness shine upon his soul. His captivity 
was broken ; and ever since, he has felt that the 
greatest difficulty in the way of men's being emanci- 
pated from their bondage, is that they "don't j^ray." 
**Pray without ceasing." '*Men ought always to 
pray, and not to faint." 



"HOW DO YOU PRAY NOW?" 

"How do you pray now. Grandpa?" said a little 
four-year-old boy in Forestville, Ct., as he stood 
looking up into the face of his grandpa, who stood 
with his overcoat on, just ready to start for the cars 
and return to his home some forty miles away in 
AVcstfield, Mass. He had come down the night 
before to see his son, arriving wet and weary; and 
failinir to find him at home, he had waited till morn- 
ing, and was now preparing to depart ^vithout seeing 
him ; and having overslept, and being in some haste 
to reach the cars in season, family worship had been 
omitted. 
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Tlie little boy had been at grandpa's house the 
previous summer, and had often listened wliile the 
good man prayed ; and now, missing the accustomed 
devotions, he inquired, **How do you pray now, 
Grandpa ?" 

The man's heart was touched by tlie childish 
question. 

"ril let you see how I pray," he replied ; and fall- 
ing on his knees, he poured out his licart to God, 
imploring l)lessings upon the grandson, and upon his 
father and mother, — praying that the whole house- 
hold mio:ht l>e l)lessed and saved ; and then hasteninij 
to the railway station, he returned to his home. 

By and by the little boy's father came home, and 
the child ran to him and said, 'Grand2)a was here, 
and he prayed for you, and me, and Mamma, — and, 
Papa, can't you pray ?" 

The father was not a praying man, though a child 
of many prayers ; and the question of his l)oy pierced 
him to his very heart. Very soon he was found 
amon<2: those who were seekinof the knowledire of the 
Lord and the salvation of their souls. 

In a few days the grandfathei' received a letter 
from his son who wrote, "I am the happiest man 
alive ;" and proceeded to tell how he had sought and 
found the Saviour. And with it came another letter 
from another son, who had been away from home 
and from whom nothinof had been heard for vears, 
and who reported his whereabouts, and closed his 
letter as never before, with, "God bless you." 

The old pilgrim's heart and eyes were full'. For 
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twenty-five years he had prayed every day for his 
boy that he might come to the knowledge of the 
truth, and sometimes had ahnost feared that his 
prayers had been in vain ; Imt now the answer had 
come, and so wonderfully, by the ministry of a little 
child, and with no human skill and power ; and when 
they had devoutly given thanks to God, the old man's 
little daughter of thirteen spoke and said, 

*»And a little child shaU lead them." 

Let the children of the ]\Iost IIi<jfh be encouraged 
to pray in faith, to pray without ceasing ; to pray 
and never faint. The day of blessing will come ere 
you are aw^are, and a faithful Creator Avill not forget 
his creature's cries. 



A WONDERFUL ESCAPE. 

Many of our readers will remember the fearful 
accident at Carr's Point, when a broken rail hurled 
a passing train of raihvay carriages down a terrible 
precipice, killing many by the concussion, Avhile 
others were consumed in the burning sleeping-car. 

A correspondent of the Boston Herald^ in a letter 
dated, New York, April 20, 1868, relates the fol- 
lowins: incident concerning: this sad event, which 
ser\'es to illustrate the leadings of the Holy Spirit, 
without which *'w^e know not what we should pray 
for as Ave ought," and the mercy of that gracious 
providence which delivers us from unknown dangers 
and directs our feet in paths of safety and of blessing : 

^*A remarkable conversion was related yesterday 
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from the pulpit of the Sixth Avenue Baptist church 
in Brooklyn, which is worthy of being noted. A 
lady residing in Buffalo was about to visit her rela- 
tives in Brooklyn. She had been the special object 
of prayer on the part of a female friend, who called 
upon her a few hours before her departure, and 
stating she felt unusually depressed at parting from 
her, requested her to join in prayer. This she 
cheerfully assented to. Shortly after, her husband 
came home from his place of business to escort her 
to the train, and he also stated that he felt a forebod- 
ing of danger; and being a religious man, knelt and 
prayed God's protection over his wife during her 
travels. 

''She embarked on the train , much impressed by 
the earnestness of the prayers of her lady friend and 
of her husband, and was soon convinced that the 
time had come for her to give her heart to the Sav- 
iour. Her mind was much troubled, — she became 
violently agitated, and not wishing to show her 
agitation to a lady sitting beside her, arose and went 
into the car ahead of the one in which she had a 
sleeping-berth engaged. She had hardly seated 
herself — had hardly more than stepped over the 
coupling — ere the car which she had left was pre- 
cipitated to the base of that rocky precipice at Carr's 
Point. Her lady friend was killed. The car into 
which she had entered was the one from which the 
coupling broke, and she was saved. 

"She was one of the most indefatigable of the 
ministering angels who solaced the dying with w^ords 
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of heavenly cheer, and wjis ahnost uhiquitous in her 
efforts to save the wounded. She arrived in Brook- 
lyn on Saturday afternoon, and is tilled with irniti- 
tude to that God who shows his providenccvs to all 
of us in his own mysterious way. She will say to 
her husband, on her return to her home, as Kuth 
said to Naomi, *Thy (iod shall be my (iod/ '' 

The Lord God is a sun and a shield ; and all events 

are subservient to his graeious will, and all things 

work together for his people's good. 15y outward 

events as marked as the earthquake and the storm, 

and by inward impulses, secret as the viewless 

winds, he helps and guides and saves his trusting 

ones. "The secret of the Lord is with them that 

fear him." How blessed it is to hear from him 

those inner whisperings of that still small voice, 

which reveal to us our danger, and direct us in the 

ways of peace ; and how comforting in the midst of 

the atheistic babble of a godless world, to recognize 

the constant presence of an overruling God, and the 

goodness of Him who hears and answers prayer. 



THE BLACKSMITH'S PRAYER. 

There are persons who seem to look upon prayer 
as an end, rather than as a means to obtain an end. 
Hence they criticise the prayers men offer, and busy 
themselves with the style, the WT)rds, and the tones 
that persons use in their devotions, with no reference 
to the real point of importance : namely, the results 
that follow, and the answers that are obtained. But 
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what do these beautiful prayers amount to ? Who 
ciires how prettily a man asks for bread when hun- 
gry, or for water when thirsty, if he never gets loliat 
he asks for? 

Of course it is well for people to speak good 
English, and pray in natural tones ; and it is a great 
pity to have persons fall into such strange, uncouth 
ways of talking to the Lord, as would cause men to 
think them crazy if they came to ask a favor of a 
friend in the same style or tone. But great as these 
faults may be, they are comparatively small ; for 
there is no blemish so bad in God's sisfht as the 
blemish of an evil, unbelieving heart; and the 
poorest pi:ayers that men offer are the prayers that 
never have an answer from the Lord. Let us 1)ewnre 
how we offer to the Lord rhetoric instead of risfht- 
eousness, and fine words instead of fervent love and 
living faith. 

The question that tests the worth of each man's 
prayers is this, "Does God answer them?" "Docs 
the man get anything in return?" It is not, "How 
can he speak to man?" but, "Can he gain the car of 
God?" "Docs he have audience with Dcitv?" 
"Does his cry move heaven and earth?" "Docs he 
prevail ])cf()rc the throne?" "Does he find ansicers 
to his petitions?" If so, then how small are the 
criticisms of men, when passed upon prayers in- 
spired by the Holy Ghost on earth, and accepted 
before God and Christ in heaven ! The man who 
can lodge his prayer on heaven's altar need not be 
discouraged if rhetoricians condemn it, so long as 
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the Omniscient One approves it and gi*ants liim his 

request. 

A story rehited hv Mr. Finnev, will ilhistratc the 
power of the niiirhty })rayer of faith, (»ven when 
every human aid seems withhehl, and nothiuir 
remains l)ut the hurnin*;, throl)bin<if heart, 1)reathinir 
out its longinirs, and pouring out its groans and 
tears before the Lord. 

In a certain town there liad l)een no revival for 
many years; the church was nearly run out, the 
vouth were all unconverted, and desolation reiijned 
unbroken. There lived in a retired part of the town, 
an aged man, a blacksmith by trade, and of so 
stammering a tongue that it was painful to hear him 
speak. On one Friday, as he was at work in his 
shop, alone, his mind 1)ecame gi-eatly exercised a1)out 
the state of the church, and of the impenitent. Ilis 
agony became so great, that he "was induced to lay 
aside his work, lock the shop door, and spend the 
afternoon in prayer. 

He prevailed, and on the Lord's day, called on the 
minister and desired him to appoint a conference 
meetinsr. After some hesitation the minister con- 
sented, observing, however, that he feared but few 
would attend. He appointed it the same evening, 
at a large, private house. 

The people gathered from far and near, doubtless 
to the surprise of the unbelieving and faint-heai-ted. 
A solenui sense of the presence of God seemed to 
oppress the assembly, and fetdings too deep for speech 
Avere welling up in many hearts. All was silent for 
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a time, until one sinner broke out in tears, and said, 
if any one could pray, he begged him to pray for 
him. Another followed, and still another, until it 
was found that persons from every quarter of the 
town were under deep conviction. And wlitit was 
remarkable, was, that they all dated their conviction 
at the hour when the old man was praying in his 
shop. A powerful revival followed. Thus this old 
stammering man prevailed, and as a prince had 
power with God. 

And thus may we prevail if we will tarry by the 
cross and gather near the throne. Tliere is a God', 
and if the time spent in pleasing, and amusing, and 
disputing with, men, was spent in urgent, fervent 
supplication before tlie Lord, we should see such a 
wave of blessing roll over these moral wastes, as 
would make earth smile, and heaven rejoice, and 
Satan tremble at the conquering power of Jesus 
Christ. 

How many churches are to-day arid and parched, 
as was the realm of Ahab, when "it rained not or 
the earth by the space of three years and si> 
months;" but let the lone Elijahs lift to God the 
effectual fervent prayer of the righteous man, whicl 
availeth much, and the heavens shall give rain, anc 
the earth bring forth its fruits once more. 

One fact is worth a thousand arguments ; and {1 

.thousand facts, certified by inspired Scriptures and 

by living witnesses, testify that God hearcth and 

answereth believing prayer. And experience and 

observation bear constant witness that the real vie- 
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tones and triumphs of the churcli of God arc horn, 
not of boast and shout, of tumult and solf-hmdation, 
but of self-abasement, poverty of spirit, lunnbh* 
faith, lowliness and contrition of heart, tears of 
penitential gratitude, and inarticulate groaninirs 
before the Lord ]Most High, whose strength is made 
perfect in our weakness, wIkmi that weakn(»ss is 
howriy and felt, and confessed before the throne of 
grace. 



THIRTY-EIGHT YEARS OF PRAYER. 

In the town of W ,in Western ^lassachusetts, 

during a season of especial religious interest, a prom- 
inent and influential man, and one widely known 
throughout the commonwealth, arose in a mcetinir 
to confess himself a lost sinner, and express his desire 
to enjoy the blessings of the great salvat ion . Tliough 
he was accustomed to address larire numbers of his 
fellow-citizens, yet his words noAv were few and 
broken ; he was no longer the eloquent orator, he was 
the penitent publican, the little child. 

When he had finished and sat down, his wife arose 
and said, — "For thirty-eight years I have prayed 
for my husband every day ; morning and niglit. And 
I never have doubted that I should see my husband 
converted, fi*om the day I began to pray till to-night. 
And I bless God that he e.s converted." 

What a revelation was there of the power of per- 
severing prayer, of earnest and unshaken faith. Oh 
that this recital might stimulate other hearts, and 
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cause other wives^ and husbands, nlso, to lay hold upon 
the divine promises, and pray, and wait, and hope, and 
tru.st, until God shall hear and help and save I ''For 
what knowest thou, O wife, whether thou shalt save 
thy husband? or what knowest thou, Oman, whether 
thou shalt save thy wife?" 1 Cor. vii. 16. 



A WANDERER SAVED. 

There was a Swede in Chicago, — says D. L. 
Mood}', — who couldn't speak a word of English, 
who brought an interpreter to our meeting with 
him. I don't know how he was ever converted ; but 
ho got converted ; and how to set that man to work, 
I didn't know. So I thought awhile, and said, ''I 
know what you can do. You can go up to the 
comer of Madison street, and give out handbills to 
people, inviting them to come to the hall." He was 
one of those men that had a happy face, Avorth an 
ordinary sermon to look at. He was all the time 
smilinir. Each man that came alonor \iq o-ave a 
handbill to, invitinir him to come to Farwell Hall. 
Scmie of the men would curse him. Rut blossinirs 
and curses were all the same to him, for he could 
not speak a word of English. There he stood, all 
the time smiling, through rain and shine. Xo storm 
stopped him. He took his stand there every dav, 
and did what he could. 

Now, just see how God has blessed that Swede. 
One night there was a man came up and took a 
handbill, read it, and said to his companion, *'Ii(*1^ 
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go ill." They went in, and the Spirit of God met 
him, and he was converted. 1 have got his historj- 
now. Let me tell it to you. See how wondi^rful 
it Was. 

Away off in the mountains of Soothmd, over 
twenty years ago, there was a drinking man wlio 
had one son and two daughters. lie h)st one situa- 
tion after another on account of drink. Finally he 
said to his wife, — "I will take Joiuniic," (the only 
boy, seven years of age,) ''I will taivc Johnnie, and 
go to America, and get away from my old associates. 
Then I will send for you and tiie daughters." 

The poor, foolish mother gave her consent. She 
thought change of circumstances, and the beginning 
of new ways would change her husband. AVell, he 
got to New York. When he first got there, he went 
into a saloon to get a drink, and then he soon 
became drunk ; and that little boy was left on the 
streets of New York, and taken up by the police, 
and sent to one of the institutions out of town, and 
from there he was sent to Massachusetts. A farmer 
there took him to his home. He staved there imtil 
he was eleven years old, and then he ran away to 
sea, and sailed around the globe. Finally, he came 
to Chicago, a poor, wretched wanderer. Then he 
was a sailor on our lakes. He Avas on shore, and 
happened to be walking up the street, when 
the Swede handed him that bill. As I said before, 
he read it, went to the meeting, and was con- 
verted ; and the first thing that came into his 
head after he was converted was: '*I wonder if 
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my mother is alive ? During all these nineteen years 
I have wandered over this world and never thought 
of my mother." Now the Lord had blessed him, 
his heart went out to his mother. He sat down and 
Avrote to different places in Scotland, l)ut he got no 
answer. One day he was reading the eighty-fourth 
Psalm, and he came to these words : "No good thing 
will" the Lord "withhold from them that walk 
uprightly." He closed his Bible, got down on his 
knees, and said to God: "I have been trying to 
w^alk uprightly; and thou hast promised that no 
good thing wilt thou withhold from them that walk 
uprightly. Thou knowest where she is, and I pray 
thee to tell me." 

He arose, and the word came to him that he was 
to write to them in Massachusetts, his old home, and 
ask them if they had ever heard from his mother in 
Scotland. He did so, and he got a letter that had 
been Avaiting for him there for seven years. He sat 
down at once, and wrote to that mother. Oh, if you 
could have been in my office w hen that man came 
in ! He w^as a lake captain. He came in with tears 
streaming down his face, and said, "Mr. Moody, my 
mother is alive." He showed me a letter. It was 
written by one of the daughters. The mother was 
so full of joy that she couldn't write the letter 
herself. The letter said, "For nineteen years mother 
has kept praying for you." It w^as a long time ; but 
now her prayers were answ^ered ; her cup of joy was 
full. And it wasn't long before he earned money 
enough to send to Scotland and bring that mother 
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[id two daughters to Chicago. They got there on 
Saturday night, and on the Sunday night of the 
reat fire in Chicago, he was on the hike. When 
Hiieago was burning they were in Farwell Hall, 
'hey came and introduced themselves to mc. When 
e came on shore, he tried to find them ; and when 
le did find them, what a joyful meeting that was ! 

They are members of the same church that I am a 
neniber of. Oh, thank God, these Associations 
lave not been a failure ! If only that one man had 
xjen saved, what a glorious result ! lie is now one 
3f the best speakers. He comes in when ho can, 
ind prays God that he may be blessed in winning 
5oiils. When he went out with his crew, he prayed 
jrod that every man might l)e converted, and that 
lis vessel might become a floating chapel ; and before 
hat trip was over, every man had found the Saviour. 



THE BEDSIDE PRAYER. 

God's children are encouraged to ''sow beside all 
vaters," and in the morning to sow the seed, and in 
he evening, withhold not the hand, not knowing 
vhether this or that shall prosper. And, ''He that 
joeth forth and weepeth, bearing precious seed, shall 
loubtless come again with rejoicing, bringing his 
iheaves." But with the multiplied admonitions to 
instant diligence, and the oft-repeated assurances 
)f an abundant reward, how slow we are to take hold 
)f the work, and prayerfully and unremittingly sow 
:he seed. The children of God should know no idle 
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life ; and if they fail to respond to the direct and 
never-ceasing cry of the Master to "go work in my 
vineyard/' the}^ fail to ''apprehend that" for which 
they were "apprehended i)y Christ Jesus ;" and in 
the harvest they will carry gleanings into the garner, 
where they should carry in full sheaves. To illustrate 
God's faithfulness to those who sow in tears, I desire 
to relate one incident in the life of one who, for more 
than forty years, was a faithful minister of Christ, 
and who, in 1856, fell asleep in Christ, but whose 
"works do follow" him. 

In the fall of 1867 I was traveling in the state of 
Ohio for a mercantile house in the West. In the 
village of M I entered a store, and as usual pre- 
sented my card to the proprietor. He took it, and 
for some moments seemed lost in deep thought, but 
finally, looking at me very searchingly, he asked, 
"Are you a relative of Elder John Sears, who, many 
years ago, preached in Ithaca, N. Y. ?" I replied 
that I was his son ; and then he eagerly grasped my 
hand, according me an unusually hearty greeting, 
and expressed his delight at meeting the son of one 
whose memory he so fondly cherished. 

He invited me to his pleasant home, and in the 
presence of his wife related to me the following: 
AVhen a wild boy of about fourteen, his father's fam- 
ily lived in Ithaca; and during some revival meetings 
held at the place, a large number of ministers 1)eing 
present, his father had engaged to entertain some of 
them, and it so happened that my fiither was one of 
his guests. Having but limited accommodations, it 
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was decided that my father was to sleep with this 
son. Going to bed quite early, he was awakened 
later in the evening by my father's coming up the 
stairs and walking across the bare floor ; yet feigning 
sleep, he lay very still, not wishing my father to know 
he was awake. * 

After removing some of his outer garments, he 
heard him kneel down ])y tlie bedside, and in a low 
voice pour forth such a prayer as he had never before 
heard in his life. Esi)ecially did he plead for the 
youthful sleeper before him, that he might be brought 
into the fold of Christ. "Tliat prayer," said the 
merchant, with tears in his eyes, * 'followed me for 
five long years, and was so indelibly stamped upon 
my heart that I could not forget it ; and often, when 
I w^as a])out to do wrong, it checked me, and I seemed 
to feel that God's eye was right upon me ; and at 
len^rth it was instrumental in brinofinof me to the 
Saviour. And now you know why I revere your 
dear Father's memory." 

Xo words of mine can express the gratitude that 
^veiled up in my heart while listening to this simple 
testimony to the faithfulness of God in thus verifying 
his word tliat the "effectual fervent prayer of a 
riirhteous man availcth much ;" and to the diliijence 
of one who had for years ceased from his labors. 
Upon inquiry, I found the man to be a deacon, and 
one of the pilhirs in the church ; and a living, useful, 
consistent Christian. 

A short time ago it Avas my privilege, together 
w4th five sisters, to visit the sleeping-place of that 
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dear father, and our mother who lies by his side, in 
a quiet country graveyard upon the hanks of a beau- 
tiful river ; and who can describe the joy of the assur- 
ance that the precious dust was in the keeping of 
One who shall "raise him up at the last day," and 
with tha multitudes who have been faithful in a few 
things, shall make him ruler over many things, and 
call him to enter into the full joy of the Lord. 



PRAYER AND THE DANCING-SCHOOL. 
During the first year of my ministry at N C- 



Mass., says a writer in The Advance^ we had a pre- 
cious revival which was manifestly God's work from 
beginning. The weekly prayer-meeting, during the 
fall, was attended usually by five or six women and 
one man, who always brought a lamp — the only light 
we had. This good deacon seldom made remarks, 
but always oflfered prayer and led in singing; but 
there were only three tunes he could start — "Dun- 
dee," "Boylston," and "Old Hundred." It was inider- 
stood that women should keep silence in meeting. 

Before the holidays, a dancing-school was started, 
which met tAvice a week and drew in nearly all the 
young people and some church-members. It was 
called a great success. No effort to check it seemed 
to have the least effect. 

For forty years a female prayer-meeting had been 
sustained, and just here was about all the vitality the 
church had. Those six or eight mothers in Israel, 
who now composed the circle, met week after week, 
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in united, importunate prayer, that this hindrance to 
Christian work might be removed. It wa.s the great 
burden upon their hearts while together, and in their 
closets, that God would save these young i)eople. 
The prospect grew darker, hut they still prayed on. 

One evening at a public ball, when the excitement 
was at its height, one of the most graceful and pop- 
ular dancers declined to take any further part in the 
exercises, and retired' to a quiet part of the room and 
took a seat by herself, alone. Soon another, who 
was also a leader among the ladies, joined her. 
After a few playful remarks, one said, ''I would 
rather be in a i)rayer-meeting than in this ball-room !" 
The other replied, *'I should enjoy a Bible better 
than that violin." It was there and then that they 
mutually promised to enter a Bible chiss, and to 
begin a life of secret prayer. They were the wife 
and sister of the dancing master, but thev soon found 
that they could not prayerfully study the Bible and 
at the same time attend dancing- school. They gave 
up the latter, saying that it had lost all fascination 
for them, and used their influence to bring others to 
the prayer-meeting. The school was soon given up 
entirely, and the hall used for prayer-meetings, and 
filled to overflowing. 

The dancing mast(U' himself and his first assistant 
were converted, and took a very active part in all 
religious gatherings. More than a dozen young peo- 
ple followed their example. Most of them are now 
church-members and Sunday-school teachers, earnest 
workers for Christ. 
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But it is to the means used to produce this result 
that I would call especial attention. The ladies who 
were first awakened had almost never attended 
prayer-meeting or public worship on the Sabbath, 
neither had any Christian spoken a word to them 
upon religious subjects. The dancing master and 
his assistant were well known as irreligious and pro- 
fane men, who only mocked at things sacred. They 
said, in telling their religious experience, that it was 
nothing which they had seen or heard that first awak- 
ened them, but a terrible feeling of unrest and con- 
scious guilt whenever they were alone ; and that all 
efforts to drive off these impressions, only brought 
them back with still greater power when left to them- 
selves again. One of them remarked that the night 
before he yielded to Christ seemed endless and unen- 
durable ; but about daybreak a change came over his 
feelings, and soon he was rejoicing in the love which 
had saved him as a brand from the burning. All that 
night earnest Christians had been praying for him. 

I have never, since that time, doubted the power 
of intercessory prayer. 



PARENTS' PRAYEES. 

Two years after our settlement in Deerfield, says 
Dr. Kedzic, mv father died. His children then were 
all under sixteen yvwvi^ of ni>e. For my mother to 
take his i)lace, as the religious instructor of the fam- 
ily, Avas a great trial ; but her husband's faith was in 
her, and she would not stand in the way of answers 
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to her husband's prayers. Iler timidity could not 
do this iu the presence of the hired nuMi ; so she 
detained the ehihh'en after l)reakfast and ealhnl them 
in before tea, and had family worship in the al)sence 
of the hired men. So mother went on for a year. 
Then a ''four days' meeting ' was held at Ypsilanti. 
Mother took my oldest brother to the meeting, and 
the confident expectation of the family was that he 
was to be converted. The case was stated that a 
widow had brouofht her eldest son fortv miles to be 
converted. Prayer was ottered in his and lier])ehalf. 
When they returned we did not ask James if he was 
a Christian ; but we knew the question would be 
answered when the time came for family worship. 
After tea, mother ]:r()ught out the family Bible, and 
asked James to take his father's place in conducting 
the family worship, which he promptly did. AVe 
younger boys preserved our gravity till the ch)se, 
when we scudded to the l)arn and screamed w^ith 
delight, chiefly from symi)athy with our mother. 

Other "four days' meetins^s" w^erc held at Monroe 
and elsewhere, and to these, one after another, the 
children Avent, with tlie same expectation on the part 
of the family, and with the same result. And our 
mother was spared in life till she found answer to 
her own and husband's prny(»rs, and to see her five 
sons and two daughters members of evanirelical 
churches ; three of the sons sustainintr official rela- 
tions, one as a ruling elder in a Presbyterian church, 
one as a pastor in a ('ongregational church, and one 
as a dass leader in a Methodist church. 
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Here is illustration of the commonest office and 
the largest work of prayer. Little provision is made 
to justify prayer to the skeptic, by frequent, startling, 
visi!)le, and undeniable issue of prayer in answers, 
Avhich, in silencing the skeptic, would foster fanati- 
cism in our weak nature. Instead, in millions of 
hearts it keeps alive the sense of spiritual things 
lying back of sense. In prayer, those hearts seek 
right adjustment to those spiritual forces, and so it 
serves vaster interests than skeptics can comprehend. 



THE PRAYING MOTHER AND THE BALL. 

A pious aged woman had one son ; she used every 
means in her power to train him up in the nurture 
and admonition of the Lord ; he was a child of many 
prayers. The youth grew up, but was of a gay, dis- 
sipated turn ; she still followed him with her entreat- 
ies, faithfully warned him of his awful situation as a 
sinner before God, and told him what his end Avould 
be, dying in that state. One day he went to his 
mother, and said, "Mother, let me have my best 
clothes ; I am going to a ball to-night." She expos- 
tulated with him, and urged him not to go, by every 
argument in her power; but he answered, ''Mother, 
let nie have my clothes ; I will go, and it is useless 
to sav anvthinof about it." Slie brouo^ht his clothes : 
he put them on, and was going out, when she stopped 
him, and said, "My child, do not go." He said he 
would; ^he then said to him, "My son, while you 
are dancing with your gay companions in the ball- 
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room, I shall be out in that wilderness, prayinjr to 
the Lord to con veil your soul." 

ft/ 

He went ; the l)all connneneed ; but instead of the 

usual gayety, an unaccountable gloom j)ervaded the 

whole assembly. One said, "We never had such a 

dull time in our lives ;" another, "I wish we had not 

come ; we have no life ; we cannot get along f ' a 

third, "I cannot think what is the matter." The 

young man instantly burst into tears, and said, *'I 

know what is the matter. My poor old mother is 

now praying in yonder wilderness for her ungodly 

son." He took his hat and said, ''I will never be 

found in such a place as this again," and left the 

company. To be short, the Lord converted his soul. 

Mr. Irish, his pastor, baptized him. He was soon 

after taken ill, and died very happy. ''Praying 

breath is never spent in vain.'' 



HOW A BOY CAME BACK. 

D. L. Moody tells of a boy Avho left his home in 
Indiana for Chicaico. He was not there lonof before 
he was led astray. A neighbor from his father's 
town, happening to visit Chicago, saw that boy on 
the street one night, drunk. 

When that neiirhbor Avent home, at first he thouirht 
he wouldn't say anything about it to the boy's 
father, but afterward he thought it was his duty to 
tell him. So in a crowd in the street of their little 
town, he just took the father aside and told him 
what he had seen in Chicago. It was a terrible blow. 
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AVhon the children had been put to l)ed that night 
lio said to his wife : ''Wife, T have bad news. 1 
have lioard from Chicago to-day." The mother 
droi)ped her work in an instant, and said : ''Tell me 
what it is." '*Well, our son has been seen on the 
streets of (liieago, drunk." Neither of them slept 
that niirht, but thev took their burden to Christ, and 
al)out davliirht the mother said : '*! don't know how, 
I don't know wIkmi or where, l)ut God has given me 
faith to believe that our son will be saved, and will 
never come to a drunkard's ffrave." 

One week after that, that })oy had left Chicago. 
He couldn't tell why. An unseen power .seemed to 
lead him to his mother's home, and the first thins: 
he said on coming over the threshold was : "Mother, 
I have come home to ask you to pray for me ;" and 
soon after he went back to Chicaijo a briofht and 
shininsf liij^ht. 

If you have a burden like this, fathers, mothers, 
hv\u<r it to him and cast it on him ; and he, the erreat 
Phvsician, will heal vour lu'oken heai-ts. 



A NIGHT OF PRAYER. 

A religious paper in Boston furnishes the following 
remarkable incident : — A minister's wife in the public 
congregation, requested twelve leading men of the 
place to meet her at the parsonage on a certain eve- 
ning. Her husl)and had no faith that they would 
come ; but at the time appointed, he saw them com- 
ing to his house. He and his boy were in the cook- 
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room, where they knelt in silent prayer, while slie 
received them in the parlor. After a .short interview 
they returned to their homes. The liusband h)okod 
into the parlor, and saw his wife on her knees, and 
at the proper thne retired for the night, lie c*amo 
down at midnight and found iier still praying ; and 
again at four in the morning, and she was still wrest- 
ling in prayer. 

She then spoke to her husband, and asked him to 
bring a light, as she wished to see on what passage 
in the Bible her finger was i)laced. They read, ''Thy 
name shall be called no more Jacol), but Israel ; for 
as a prince hast thou power with God and with men, 
and hast prevailed." She had continued all night in 
pmyer for these men. A^^ithin three weeks, nine of 
the twelve were converted. 

**Call unto Me, and I will answer thee." 



ELDER KNAPP'S FIFTY-SIXES. 

There are men whom we call eccentric, and whose 
sayings and doings no sensible person would wish or 
dare to imitate, and yet whose acts and words are 
so used of the Lord that those who are schooled in 
the wisdom of God would hesitate to rebuke them. 

The following illustrative instance is related in 
The Watchman, by Dr. J. Banvard, who was pastor 
of the church in Salem, IMass., where Jacob Knapp 
labored in a time of revival, and where the incident 
occurred : 

''One evening he prayed that the 'Holy • Ghost 
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might come down on the congregation like a shower 
of fifty-sixes.' It was regarded at the time as not 
only a singular prayer, but in very bad taste. Some 
opposers were so excited by it, that they had a 
picture engraved and printed in one of the papers, 
representing the elder in the act of prayer, and the 
prayer as being answered. I remember it well. 
The elder was in the pulpit with hands raised, and 
in the act of devotion ; the pews before him were 
filled with a crowded audience, and the air over 
their heads was full of half-hundred weio:hts faUino: 
in every conceivable position, — side-wise, some right 
side up, and others wrong side down. It looked 
like a hail-storm of fifty-sixes, pelting the people 
below. Of course it was the development of scoffing 
malevolence, to ridicule and oppose the work going 
on. Some of the friends regretted the expression, 
and thought it could do no good. But God's 
thoughts are not as our thoughts, nor his ways ours. 
See the issue. 

''There was in the congregation an old, hardened, 
semi-infidel sea-captain, whom I had repeatedly 
talked with religiously, but who always brought up 
with the doctrine of election and the hardening of 
Pharaoh's heart. I could make no impression upon 
him. Old Adam w^as too strong for young Melanc- 
thon. He heard that objectionable prayer. It took 
hold of him. He could not shake it off. He then 
had a position in the Custom-house. When he went 
down to the office next morning, such was his state 
of feeling that he could not attend to business. 'I 
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thought,' said he, when he related his experience to 
the church, 'what a miseral)lc condition I h^hould be 
in if the Holy Ghost should come upon me like a 
fifty-sixer.' He paced the wharf in {spiritual agony 
until he Avas compelled by his feelings to go home 
and tell his wife. He went to the inquiry meeting, 
and came forward for prayers. Bro. Knapp talked 
with and prayed for him, and in a few days he 
obtained peace in Jesus. He united with the 
church, and maintained a Christian walk till he died. 
It was a striking instance of the sovereignty of God, 
who sends truth and salvation by whomsoever he 
will ; who makes the weakness of his people, as well 
as the wrath of his enemies, to praise him." 



A MOTHER'S PRAYER ANSWERED. 

About the year 1831 there was in the senior class 
at Williams college, a young man not quite twenty 
years of .age, named Nathan Benjamin. He was the 
son of a widow, his father having died when he was 
only two years old, and it was only in obedience to 
the earnest wishes of that mother, that he had un- 
willingly yielded to enter upon a collegiate course. 

At the time of which we speak, a mighty awaken- 
ing occured in Williamstown, embracing in its influ- 
ence many both in the college and in the town. But 
while many were seeking Jesus and rejoicing in his 
pardoning love, Nathan was indifferent and unmoved. 

But though he strove to forget God, God did not 
forget him. His pious father had left him in the care 
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of the * 'Father of the fatherless," and his godly 
mother still lived to pray and labor for his salvation — 
and none hut a godly mother can know the unutter- 
able yearnings of her heart for the conversion of her 
nmc'h-loved boy. Her feelings were so intense that 
not only in the day-time, but in the silence and the 
darkness of the night, she poured her sighs and 
. j)rayors and tears before the mercy-seat for his 
salvation ; and she also laid his case before a number 
of her sisters in Christ, and besought them to join 
with her at an appointed hour, in united and earnest 
prayer for Nathan. 

They prayed. The promise of Him who said, <*If 
two of you shall agree on earth as touching anythhig 
that they shall ask, it shall l)e done for them of my 
Father which is in heaven," was fulfilled, and while 
they were yet speaking the answer came ; the careless 
trifier was suddenly prostrated under an overwhelm- 
ing consciousness of his guilt, and found no peace 
lior rest from the storm that racked within until he 
had cast his soul's sure anchor safe "within the veil," 
and rested in Jesus Christ alone, as his refuge and 
trust. 

So sudden was the chanire in Nathan, that even 
those wlio had l)cen praying the Lord to grant them 
this very thing, could hardly be convinced that 
what they saw was real, or that the Lord had indeed 
so soon answered their united and importunate 
prayers. 

But it was so. The orphan boy had found his 
heavenly Father, and was made a child of God, an 
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heir of glory, a chosen vessel to 1)ear the Saviour's 
name to the Gentiles who were iitar otf. His life 
was given to God. In America, in Greece, in 
Armenia, in Smyrna, and finally in Constantinople 
under the direction of '*The American Board," by 
tongue, and pen, and press, he bore witness for his 
Lord. 

On the twenty-seventh day of »Ianuary, 185;"), in 
a mission-house at Constantinople, the weary pilgrim 
reached the bound of life and laid his burden down. 
His last conscious hours were beiruiled bv sacred 
song and filled with words of praise 4uid prayer. 
Looking backward upon the tossings of the troubled 
past, and forward to the glory yet to be revealed, he 
exclaimed, ''All beyond is j^cvfect 2^€ace'' i — and so 
he "fell asleep." His work was done. He had 
fought a good fight, and finished his course, and now 
there was laid, up for him a crown of righteousness, 
which the Lord, the righteous judge, shall give him 
in that day ; and not to him only, "but unto all them 
also that love His appearing." 

He rests in peace. Kindly hands bore him forth 
to his burial, and a mourning multitude followed 
him to his grave. But though they committed his 
body to the ground "in the sure and certain hope of 
the resurrection to eternal life through our Lord 
Jesus Christ," yet his works do follow him ; his 
•influence still lives; "he being dead yet spcaketh," 
and thousands of the inhabitants of those distant and 
benighted lands may yet read the precious words of 
grace and truth which have been prepared for them 
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through the iustruinentality of that wild aud thought- 
less college boy, for whose salvation a widowed 
mother and her Christian friends poured out their 
prayers and tears before the Lord, so many years 
before. 



THE INFIDEL PHYSICIAN. 

In a certain country town lived an infidel physi- 
cian. He had made himself master of the works of 
Thomas Paine, Voltaire, and others of those men 
whose highest glory has been to ridicule God's truth. 
He felt himself able to silence any follower of Jesus, 
and to refute any argument drawn from the Bible. 
In the same town there was a small body of true 
Christians, meeting week after week in a prayer- 
meeting ; and they were what the world called poor, 
weak, unlearned, and unwise men. Into this little 
circle of world-despised but God-loving and loved 
disciples, tliis infidel often came for no other pui'pose 
than to rejoice at the embarrassed silence they were 
forced to keep during his apparently ti-iumphant 
arguments against the truth and vitality of Christian- 
ity, and its claims upon the hearts and consciences 
of men. 

They endured this for a while, but on each occa- 
sion one of the Aveakest of these weak disciples 
would get down on his knees, and pray, not only for 
the help of God against arguments they could not 
answer, but also for the conversion of the physiciaa 
himself. 
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Shortly after, this physician, niecting a friend upon 
the street, informed him that he was changed ; his 
arguments all gone, — all answered ! And he ex- 
plained the Avonderful change by saying, that in the 
prayers of that poor, weak man there was something 
his mind could not answer ; their feeble replies he 
was able to ridicule and overturn, l)ut the warmth of 
that sincere heart overturned the strength of years ! 

The Psalmist said, ^'Out of the mouth of babes 
and sucklings hast thou ordained strength^ because 
of thine enemies ; that thou mightest still the enemy 
and the avenger.'' 



CONVICTED AT A BALL. 

When I was about eighteen years of age, said a 
blind preacher, there was a dancing party in Middle- 
boro', Massachusetts, Avhich I was solicited to attend, 
and act, as usual, in the capacity of musician. I was 
fond of such scenes of amusement then, and I readily 
assented to the request. I had a pious mother, and 
she earnestly remonstrated against my going. But 
at length, when all her expostuhitions and entreaties 
failed in changing my purpose, she said, — "Well, 
my son, I shall not forbid your going ; but remember, 
that all the time you spend in that gay company, I 
shall spend in praying for you at home." 

I went to the ball, but I was like the stricken 
deer, carrying an arrow in his side. I began to play ; 
but my convictions sunk deeper and deeper, and I 
felt miserable indeed. I thought I would have given* 
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the world to be rid of that mother's prayers. At 
one time T felt so wretched and so overwhelmed with 
my feelings, that I ceased playing and dropped my 
musical instrument from my hand. There was 
another young person there Avho refused to dance ; 
and, as I learned, her refusal was owing to feelings 
similar to my own, and perhaps they arose from a 
similar cause. 

]M-y mother's prayers were not lost. That was 
the last ball I ever attended, except one, where I 
Avas invited to play again, but went and prayed and 
preached instead, till the pUice of dancing was con- 
verted into a Bochim, a place of weeping. The 
convictions of that wretched night never wholly left 
me, till they left me at the feet of Christ ; and several 
of my young companions in sin, ere long were led to 
believe and obey the gospel also. 



THE LOST PRAYER-BOOK. 

A worthy minister of the gospel, some time ago, 
was pastor of a flourishing church. He was a useful 
preacher, but he grndiially became less acceptable to 
his hearers, and his congregation very much de- 
creased. This was solely attril)uted to the minister; 
and matters continuing to get worse and worse, 
some of his hearers resolved to speak to him on the 
subject. A deputation was accordingly appointed to 
wait upon him for that puri)ose. They did so; and 
when the good man had hoard their comi)laints, he 
replied, "I am quite sensible of all you say, fori 
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feel it to be true ; and the reason is, that I have lost 
my prayer-book." They looked quite astonished at 
hearing this, but he proceeded : ''Once my preach- 
ing was acceptable, and many were editied l)y it ; and 
numbers were added to the church, which was theii 
in a prosperous state. But we were then a praying 
people. There were many who joined together in 
fervent prayer that my preaching might be blessed 
for the conversion of sinners, and for building up 
the saints in their- most holy faith. It was this, 
that, by the blessing of God, made us prosper. 
But as prayer l)egan to be restrained, my preaching 
became less acceptable, the church declined, and 
things became as they now are. But let us have 
recourse to the same means, and the same effects 
may be exi^ected to follow." 

They took the hint. Social pmyer was again 
offered, and punctually attended. Exertions were 
made to induce those who were without to attend 
the preaching of the word. And the result was, 
that the minister became as useful as he had been 
before, and in a short time the church was in as 
flourishing a state as ever. 



BILLY BRAY'S MOUNTAIN. 

All over Cornwall, England, the name of Billy 
Bray is a household word. A wicked, drunken 
Cornish miner, he was brought, through deep convic- 
tions, to know the Lord ; and then his life was the life 
of a ransomed soul, aflame with love and zeal and 
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power. He preached, he prayed, and he praised the 
Lord. * 'Bless the Lord, I can sing," he would say. 
*'My heavenly Father likes to hear me sing. I can't 
sing so sweetly as some, but my Father likes to hear 
me sing as well as those who can sing better than I 
can. My Father likes to hear the crow as well as 
the nightingale, for he made them both." 

Billy was one day walking over a hill near which 
he lived, when the Lord said to him, — for so he 
spoke of the impression, — *'I will give thee all the 
souls that dwell upon this mountain." 

'*Thank'e, Father," he replied reverently, and at 
once fell on his knees and prayed for the people, and 
for wisdom, that he might win them. As a miner, 
he had some time every day at his disposal, the work 
of those who go under ground not extending over 
eight hours. These spare hours he devoted to the 
people who had thus been given to him. He visited 
them constantly, reading and talking and praying, 
until every one was brought to Jesus and savingly 
converted. The promise was fulfilled — the Lord had 
given him every soul that dwelt upon that hill. 

With great joy he told the Lord of what had been 
done, and as it was ''a wisht little mountain with 
on'y three housen 'pon en," he prayed for a larger 
field of labor. He rose from prayer satisfied with 
the assurance that there would be work enough upon 
his "mouhtain." It came in a way Billy had not 
expected — first with an intimation that they were 
building a Church school-house on the hill, then that 
they had begun to build the vicarage there. 
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At once Billy began to pray for the new comers, 
and with gi'cat expectations came to church to hear 
the new ''passon." He left the service with as much 
disappointment ; l)y no means concealing his opinion 
that "they had a Pusey preachin' there, and he reck- 
oned he should have more trou])le with the new 
passon than with all the whole lot on 'em beside." 

He went home to pray for these souls, above all, 
praying that he might be permitted to go and speak 
to the clergyman. He prayed for some Aveeks, but 
no answer came — no direction that he should call and 
see him. He was so accustomed to look for this 
Divine guidance in everything, that he would do 
nothing Avithout it, ever keeping his mind open for 
such impressions. Though it Avas his prayer day 
and night, the permission was withheld. He had 
soon after to leave that neighborhood, and removed 
some miles away Avitliout seeing this one unconverted 
soul on his "mountain." But day and night, at work 
and at home, he besought the Lord for this one soul. 

Meanwhile the clergyman continued to preach as 
he had done. He taught them that there was no 
salvation for anybody out of the National Church, 
except by some unrevealed and uncovenanted mercy, 
— that the Sacraments alone were able to save, and 
besides these nothing was needful. Certainly the 
most advanced of the High Church school at that 
time in those parts, he was looked upon as the last 
man to be influenced by such a one as Billy Bray. 

By zeal and devotion to his parish he succeeded in 
making many of his people strongly attached to him, 
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and not a few held his notions as firmly as himself. 

So the weeks and months passed, Billy pleading 
still for this one soul ; and though he was several 
miles away, pleading that he might go and speak to 
him. At length Billy's prayers were answered, and 
that in the Lord's oa\ti way. 

Among the clergyman's hearers there was one to 
whom he was especially attached. A zealous Church- 
man and a regular communicant, strict and ritualis- 
tic, he was a man after the minister's own heart. 
He was taken suddenly ill, and very soon was evi- 
dently sinking in rapid consumption ; and in the 
prospect of death, he longed for a more distinct and 
assured hope. Others had been able to sing of sins 
forgiven, of titles clear. Others had told triumph- 
antly of victory over death, and exulted as being 
more than conquerors through him that loved them. 
In much distress, the sick man sent for a Christian 
of the place to pray with him ; and very soon he saw 
himself to be a poor, helpless sinner, without hope 
or plea ; — then saw in Jesus Christ the one true 
Saviour of all, and coming penitently to the cross, 
he found pardon and peace through the blood of 
Jesus. His peace brightened into joy ; so rapturous 
were his feelings that he rose from his bed and 
walked about the room, praising God. 

While he was in this state the clergyman called. 
He was astonished to find this proper and quiet 
Churchman shouting, "Glory!" and with a face 
beaming as if heaven shone upon him. He looked 
Qn in amazement and grief. 
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**0h, sir !*' the man cried, ''I know that you love 
me, and I love you. You don't know this peace and 
joy ; I'm sure you don't, or you would have told me 
about it. Oh, sir, pray the Lord to give it to you ! 
Don't be angry with me. The Lord bless and con- 
vert your soul." 

The minister left him, bewildered. Here one of 
the best and most hopeful of his flock had been led 
astray by these ''wretched Dissenters." And yd he 
could not help feeling, and was candid enough to 
acknowledge, that — call it enthusiasm or excitement, 
or anything else — it was a blessed thing that could 
lift a man out of the shadow and gloom of death, and 
make him cry with such assurance: "The time of 

my departure is at hand Henceforth there is 

laid up for me a crown of righteousness." 

It made him miserable. Was it all a mistake? 
Was there a mighty power and life to which he him- 
self was a stranger ? Did he know what it meant to 
be converted^— being justified by faith, to have peace 
with God ? did he himself understand these things ? 

His wife suggested that he should visit a godly 
clergyman who lived in an adjoinmg parish. But 
the visit only troubled hun the more. '*If you had 
l>een converted yourself, you would have rejoiced in 
the man's salvation, and would have praised God 
^\ith him," said this plain-spoken friend ; and added, 
as a parting consolation, ''You'll never do any good 
in your parish until you are converted yourself." 

He returned more cast down than ever. The 
approach of the Sabbath filled him with dread. What 
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could ho tell the people if he himself were not con- 
verted ? 

The Sunday came. The bell was tolling for the 
service. Trembling from head to foot he entered 
the church, and managed as best he could to. get 
through the prayers. lie could not dismiss the peo- 
ple without a sermon, yet he had nothing for them. 
He announced his text : "What think ye of Christ?" 
As soon as he opened his mouth the glory of the 
Lord shone upon him. Christ as the only founda- 
tion, Christ as the only salvation, Christ as the all in 
all, was revealed to him. His soul was at once as 
full of joy as it had been of mourning ; and he 
preached with such fervor and earnestness, a present 
salvation by simple faith, that a Cornish miner who 
was a local preacher, sprang to his feet, and with 
uplifted arms exclaimed, *'The parson is converted ! 
the parson is converted ! Hallelujah !" In a moment 
his voice was lost in the shout that burst from the 
lips of hundreds ; and there arose a general cry for 
mercy, and that day many of the people were sav- 
ingly converted — the beginning of a work that spread 
on every side. 

Now it was quite late one cold, winter's night, as 
Billy was pleading with God, that the answer came — 
he might go and si:)eak to the parson. So, as he 
said, "I put up my clothes agen and hitched in the 
dunkcy, and comed singin' all along the road." 

The next morning early, the good clergyman heard 
some man arrive, whose first salutation was, * 'Bless 
the Lord !" Presently the man came through the 
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hall, repeating quietlj^ his favorite phrase. He 
opened the door of the breakfast room to sec who 
his strange visitor could be, and there stood the little 
man with twinkling eyes and beaming face, praising 
the Lord. Half suspecting who it was, he asked 
him, — 

''What is your name?" 

"I be Billy Bray, sir. Be j^ou the passon?"he 
asked in reply. The vicar told him he was. 

''Converted be 'e, sir?" and an eager look drove 
the question home. 

"Yes, thank God, T am," said the clergyman. 

In a moment Billy was filled with a delight that 
knew no bounds. Throwing his arms around the 
vicar, he lifted him up and carried him round the 
room, shouting, "Glory, glory, the passou's con- 
verted ! Glory 1)e to God !" 

The clergjnnan thought that submission was his 
only safety, and rode around the room in this fashion, 
until Billy should set him down again. 

But now the vicars wife came in. 

"Be the missis converted?" cried Billy. 

'^Yes, thank God," was the gentle answer. 

"Oh, I be so hapi^y I can hardly live !"said Billy. 

His new friends persuaded him to sit down and 
get some breakfast. Then he told them how the 
Lord had given him all the souls upon the hill ; and 
how he had prayed for months for them — prayed 
that he might come and speak to them ; and now the 
answer was given — they were both the Lord's. 

But suddenly Billy checkc^d himself. "All the 



374 EBENEZEBS. 

spuls 'port the mountain," he said to himself. Per- 
haps some had been overlooked. *'Be'ant there some 
maids in the house, mum?" he asked. 

"Yes, Billy, there are three." 

"Be they converted, too, for they do live 'pon my 
mountain ?" 

"Yes, the good Lord has led us all to himself," 
said the lady gratefully. 

Then all together knelt and gave thanks to God 
for his wonderful goodness. 

The answer to Billy's prayers has issued in the 
mighty preaching and fruitful ministry of this con- 
verted clergyman, the well-known William Haslam, 
from whose own lips this story of his conversion has 
been heard. 



THE PRAYING WIFE. 

A poor woman, the wife of a day laborer, at Ber- 
wick, St. John, in Wiltshire, being called by the 
grace of God, her husband became a bitter persecu- 
tor, and, because his wife would not relinquish the 
service of God, he frequently turned her out of doors 
in the night, and during the winter season. The 
wife, being "a prudent woman," did" not expose this 
cruelty to her neighbors, but, on the contrary, to 
avoid their observation, she went into the adjacent 
fields, and betook herself to prayer. Greatly dis- 
tressed, but not in despair, her only encouragement 
was, that with God all things are possible ; she there- 
fore resolved to set apart one hour every day to pray 
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for the conversion of her i^ersccuting husband. This 
she was en{il)led to do without missing one day for a 
whole year. Seein^f no chanofe in Iier husband, she 
formed a second resohition to persevere six months 
longer, which she did up to the last day, when she 
retired at about twelve o'clock as usual, and, as she 
thought, for the last time. Fearing that her wishes, 
in this instance, might be contrary to the will of God, 
she resolved to call no more. upon him; her desire 
not ])eing granted, her expectation appeared to be 
cut off. That same day her husband returned from 
his labor in a state of deep dejection, and instead of 
sitting down as usual to his dinner, he proceeded 
directly to his chamber. Ilis wife followed, and 
heard, to her grateful astonishment, that he who 
used to mock, had returned to pray. 

He came down stairs, but refused to eat, and 
returned again to his labor until the evening. When 
he came home, his wife affectionately asked him, 
'^ What is the matter?" 

"Matter enough," said he; *'I am a lost sinner. 
Al)out twelve o'clock this morning," continued he, 
"I was at my work, and a passage of Scripture was 
deeply imiiressed upon my mind, which I cannot get 
rid of, and I am sure I am lost." 

His wife encouraged him to pray, but he replied, 
'^Oh, wife, it is of no use! there is no forgiveness 
for me." Smitten with remorse at the recollection 
of his former conduct, he said to her, ''Will yo\k for- 
give me?" She replied, "Oh, yes." "Will you 
pray for me?" "Oh, yes, that I will." "Will you 



376 EBENEZERS. 

pray for ine nowT' ''That I will, with all my heart." 
They instiintly fell on their knees, and wept, and 
made supplication. His tears of penitence mingled 
Avith her tears of gratitude and joy. He became 
very decidedly pious, and afterwards greatly exerted 
himself to make his neighbors acquainted with the 
way of salvation by Christ Jesus. 

May this account encourage some troubled and 
persecuted wife to pray and labor on inpatient hope, 
seeking to save those with whom her lot has been 
cast. "For what knowest thou, O wife, whether 
thou shalt save thy husband ?" 



THE SEA-CAPTAIN'S PRAYER. 

Captain Mitchell K was from early life 

accustomed to the sea. He commanded a merchant's 
ship that sailed from Philadelphia. After his mar- 
riage he went to sea, and one day committed to 
writing, while in a highly devotional frame of mind, 
a prayer for the temporal and eternal happiness of 
his beloved wife and unborn babe. This prayer, 
nearly filling a sheet of paper, was deposited, with 
other writings, at the bottom of an old chest. The 
captain died before the completion of the voyage, in 
the year 1757, and his instruments, papers, etc., 
were returned to his wife. Finding they were 
generally what she could not understand, she locked 
up the chest for her babe, who proved to be a son, 
at some future period. At eighteen this son entered 
the army, and in 1775 marched for Boston. He 
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gave tho reins to his liisls, and for many years 
yielded to almost every temi)tation to sin. At 
length he was ealled to the death-l)ed of his mother, 
Avho gave him the key of his father's ehest, which, 
however, he did not open, lest he.shonld meet with 
something of a religious kind that should reprove 
his sins, and harass his feelings. At length, iu 
1814, when in his lifty-sixth year, he determined to 
examine its whole contents. When he reached the 
bottom, he discovered a paper neatly folded, and 

indorsed, — *'The prayer of ^Mitchell K , for 

blessings on his wife and child. August 23, 1757." 
He read it. The scene, the time, the place, tho 
circumstances under which it was written and put 
there, all rushed ui)on his mind and overwhelmed 
him ; for often had his widowed mother led him to 
the beach, and pointed to him the direction on tho 
horizon, where she had traced the last glimpse of 
flowing canvas that bore his father from her, never 
to return. lie threw the contents back into the 
chest, folded up the prayer and put it in the case 
Avith his father's quadrant, locked uj) the chest, and 
determined never again to imlock it. 

But his father's prayer still haunted his imagina- 
tion, and he could not forget it. At length his 
distress became extreme, and the woman with whom 
he sinfully cohabited, entreated to know its cause. 
lie looked on her with wildness, and replied, "I 
cannot tell yon." This only increased her solicitude. 
He entreated her to withdraw ; as she left the room, 
she cast an anxious and expressive look upon him, 
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and he instantly called her l^ack. He then, with all 
the feelings which an awakened, guilty conscience 
could endure, told her the cause of his agonies, — his 
father's prayer found in the old chest. She thought 
him deranged ; his neighl)ors were called in to 
comfort him, but in vain. The prayer had inflicted 
a wound which the great Physician of souls only 
could heal. From that period he became an altered 
man. He married this woman, whom he had form- 
erly seduced, united himself to the church of Christ, 
manumitted his slaves, and lived and died a humble, 
exemplary Christian. 

High before the heavenly throne, 

Rise the prayers that Christians pray ; 
Christ receives them every one, 

None are empty turned away : 
Jesus lives, though men may die, — 

Lives to make their wants his care, — 
Lives to listen to their crv, — 

Lives to hear and answer prayer. 



FATHER NASH'S PRAYERS. 

In that remarkable book, * 'Memoirs of Rev. Chas. 

G. Finney," Mr. F tells of a certain Father 

Nash, whose *'gift of prayer was wonderful, and his 
faith almost miraculous." He was accustomed to 
keep a ''praying list," as he called it, of the names of 
persons whom he made subjects of prayer every day, 
and sometimes many times a day. 

In one place where Mr. Finney was conducting 
revival services there lived a man by the name of 
D , a most profane and ungodly person. He 
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kept a low tjivoru in a corner of the village, and his 

bar-room was a place of blasphemy, and the resort of 

all the opposers of the revival. Absenting himself 

from the meetings, he was ignorant of the great truths 

of religion, despised the whole Christian enterprise, 

and took every opi)()rtunity to wound, by his terrible 

blasphemy, the feelings of those who leared God. 

We quote Mr. Finney's narrative as follows : 

^'Father Xash heard us si)eak of this Mr. D as 

'a hard case ;' and immediately put his name upon 
his praying list. lie remained a day or two and went 

on his way, having in view another field of labor. 

''Not manv davs afterward, as we were holding 

an evening meeting with a very crowded house, who 

should come in Imt this notorious D ? His 

entrance created a considerable movement in the con- 

gi-egation. People feared that he had come in to 

make a disturl)ance. The fear and abhorrence of 

him had becouK^ very general among Christians, I 

believe ; so that when he came in, some of the people 

got up and retired. I knew his countenance, and 

kept my eye upon him. I very soon became satisfied 

that he had not come in to oppose, and that he was 

in great anguisli of mind. lie sat and writhed upon 

his seat, and was verv uncasv. He soon arose, and 

tremblingly asked m(» if he might say a few words. 

I told him that he might. He then jn'oceeded to 

make one of the most heart-lu'oken confessions that 

I almost ever heard. His confession seemed to cover 

the whole ground of his treatment of God, of 

Christians, of the revival and of everything good. 
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''This (horoiiglily broke up the fallow gi-ound in 
many hearts. It was the most poAverful means that 
could have been us(h1, just then, to give an impetus 

to the work. 1) soon came out and professed a 

hope, abolished all the revelry and profanity of his 
bar-room, and from that time, as long as I staid there, 
and I know not how much longer, a praj-er-meeting 
was held in his 1)ar-ro()m nearly every night." 

While laboring in another place. Father Nash and 
Mr. Finney were entertained at the house of a Mr. 
S . We quote again from the ''Memoirs :" 

"About three quarters of a mile from Mr. S 's, 

lived a Mr. M , who was a strong Universalist, 

and for a considerable time, kept away from our 
meetings. One morning. Father Nash rose up, as 
his custom was, at a very early hour; and went back 
to a grove, some fifty rods, perhaps, from the road, 
to have a season of [)rayer alone. It was before sun- 
rise, and Brother Nash, as usual, l)ecame very much 
engaged in prayer. It Avas one of those clear morn- 
ings, on Avhich it is 2)ossil)le to hear sounds a great 

distance. ]Mr. M had risen, and was out of 

doors at that early hour of the morning, and heard 
the A^oice of prajer. He listened, and could distinctly 
hear Father Nash's voice. lie knew it was prayer, 
he afterwards said, thouufh he could not distinsruish 
much that was said. That voice of prayer lodged 
an arrow in his heart. He said it ])r()ught a sense of 
the reality of religion over him, such as he never had 
experienced before. The arroAV was fastened. lie 
found no relief till he found it in believing in Jesus." 
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THE SAVED BOYS. 

Mr. D. L. Moody ivlat(\s tlio following: — 
'*Only a fcMv yours i\y:o in tlio city of Philadelphia 
tlioro Avas a mother that hiid two sons. They were 
just goinii* Jis fjist as llioy could to rnin. They were 
l)reakingh('r heart, and she went into a little prayer- 
meeting and got up and presented them for prayer. 
They had been on a drunken spree, or had just, got 
started in that way, and she knew their end w^ould 
he a druidvard's irrave ; and she went amons: these 
Christians and said, 'AVon't you just cry to God for 
my two 1)oys ?' 

"The next morning those boys had made an appoint- 
ment to meet each other on the corner of Market and 
Thirteenth streets ; — though not that they knew any- 
thing about oui- meeting; — and while one of them 
was there at the corner, Avaiting for his brother to 
come, he followed the people who were flooding into 
the depot building, and the Spirit of the Lord met 
him, and he was wounded and found his w^ay to 
Christ. After his l)rother came he found the place 
too crowded to enter, so he, too, went curiously- into 
another meeting and found Christ, and went home 
happy ; and t\ hen he got home he told his mother 
what the Lord had done for him, and the second son 
came with the same tidinos. I heard one of them 
get up to tell his experience in the young converts' 
meeting, and he had no socmer told the story than the 
other got up and said : *T am that brother, and there 
is not a happier home in Philadelphia than ours.'" 



382 EBENEZEB8. 

^VHY LONGER WAIT? 

Poor, trembling lamb ! Ah, ttho outside the fold 

Has bid thee stand, all weary as thou art? 
Dangers around thee, and the bitter cold 

Creeping and gnawing to thy inmost heart ; 
Who bids thee wait till some mysterious feeling. 

Thou knowest not what — ^perchance may never know- 
Shall find thee where in darkness thou art kneeling. 

And fill thee with a rich and wondrous glow 
Of love and faith ; and change to warmth and light 
The chill and darkness of thy spirit's night? 

For miracles like this who bids thee wait ? 

Behold, "the Spirit and the Bride say, Come ;" 
The tender Shepherd opens wide the gate. 

And in his love would lead thee gently home. 
Why shouldst thou wait? Long centuries ago, 

Thou timid lamb, the Shepherd paid for thee. 
Thou art his own. Wouldst thou his beauty know. 

Nor trust the love which yet thou canst not see ? 
Thou hast not learned this lesson to receive, 
"More blest are they who see not, yet believe." 

Still dost thou wait for feeling? Dost thou say, 

"Fain would I love and trust, but hope is dead ; 
I have no faith, and without faith who may 

Rest in the blessing which is only shed 
Upon the faithful? I must stand and wait." 

Not so. The Shepherd does not ask of thee 
Faith in thy faith, but only faith in him ; 

And this he meant in sa5dng, "Come to me." 
In light or darkness seek to do his will, 
And leave the work of faith to Jesus still. 

Heritage of Peace. 
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